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New Series Marmon 68 Victoria Coupe, for four passengers 


Everybody is going to want an eight —z—~ There’s an 


entirely different feel to the throttle—smoothness, flex- 


ibility and reserve power which can be delivered only by putting more cylinders to work —s— Of 


course everyone appreciates an eight—but does everyone know that Marmon now offers two 


straight-eights at the prices of many of the sixes? —*— To drive these great new Marmon 


straight-eights is to get an entirely different interpretation of what a motor car can really do— 


also to get a new idea of what modest money it now takes to purchase really fine transportation 


—z— The New Series 68, $1465. The New Series 78, $1965, All prices f. o. b. factory. De luxe 


equipment extra. Marmon Motor Car Co., Indianapolis, Ind. 
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ETHYL= 
high compression 
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OU are hearing much about “high com- 

, gpterwies . “high compression engines” 

..“high compression fuel”. . .““high com- 
pression performance.” 


“What,” a great many car owners are ask- 
ing, “does ‘high compression’ mean to me?” 
Here is a simple explanation: 


Each cylinder of your engine may be likened 
to a muzzle-loading gun. The cylinder is the 
gun; the piston is the bullet; and the mixture 
of gasoline and air is the powder charge. 


The tighter you pack the powder charge in 
the gun before firing, the greater the force to 
the bullet. Similarly, the tighter you squeeze 
—or compress—gas vapor and air in the com- 
bustion chamber before ignition, the greater 
the force of the piston’s stroke. In other words, 
the higher the compression the greater the 
power. 

Higher compression in a gasoline engine 
is obtained by decreasing the size of 
the combustion chamber—either by 
mechanical design or by carbon for- 
mation. 


» » » » 


Up to the advent of Ethyl Gasoline, 
the compression of automobile en- 


“oct oar rh oad 


gines was limited by the compression limits 
of gasoline. For gasoline is not a perfect fuel. 
It explodes too soon (“knocks”) and loses 
power when squeezed beyond a certain 
point. 

That is why General Motors Research Lab- 
oratories developed ETHYL fluid, a com- 
pound which controls the combustion rate of 
gasoline so that as engine compression is raised 
the “knock” is eliminated. And that is why oil 
companies are mixing ETHYL fluid with gaso- 
line to form Ethyl Gasoline—the standard high 
compression fuel. 


» » » » 


Within the last year, car manufacturers have 
been able to produce new models of higher 
compression and greater power. But the most 
immediate benefits of Ethyl Gasoline are found 
among the millions of owners of cars of ordinary 
compression, because with its use in such cars 
carbon becomes an asset. 


Ride with ETHYL. See what a 
great difference it makes on hills and 
in traffic. No “knocking.” Less shift- 
ing. Faster pickup. Stop at an ETHYL 
pump today—it bears the emblem 
shown at the left. 


ETHYL GASOLINE CORPORATION, 25 Broadway, New York City, 56 Church Street, Toronto, Ont., Can. 


ETHYL 


L GASOLINE 
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Thr ough narrow canals 


overhung with TPFE\S . o 


“By far the loveliest trip we ever took” 


In the summer of 1927 the ALCYONE 
carried its owners on a twenty-two day 


cruise to Chesapeake Bay 


HE Elco Thirty-Eight, owned by 

Mr. and Mrs. T.J. Merrick", is an~ 
chored when not in use at the private 
dock of their Babylon estate on the 
Great South Bay. It was bought by Mr. 
Merrick in 1927 and presented to 
Mrs. Merrick on their tenth wedding 
anniversary. 

Scarcely a week-end goes by that does 
not see the Merricks happily aboard 
the Alcyone. Sometimes for only ashort 
run across the Bay to Fire Island eee 
where the surf booms an invitation to 
take their early morning dip in real 
breakers. Sometimes around to New 
London, or along the South Shore as 
far as whim suggests. 

The Alcyone already has to its credit 
two long cruises—the first up to Cape 
Cod, the second down to Chesapeake 
Bay eee From Babylon along the South 
Shore, across Lower New York Bay, 
and up the Raritan to New Brunswick. 
Along narrow water pathways chat lead 
lazily, through lanes of lo+r-hanging 
trees, into the wider waters of the Dela- 
ware River. Through the Chesapeake 
and Delaware Canal into the Elk 
River, and finally out 
into the Bay. A stop 
at Annapolis and then, 
by easy stages, home 
again... 


A twenty-two day 
cruise which Mrs. 


Merrick feels was not only the most ex- 
citing adventure of the Alcyone, but by 
far the happiest trip ofany kind that she 
has ever taken eee 

The owners of this Elco boast that 
even when it offers its seagoing hospi- 
tality to guests, it never carries a crew. 
To Mx. Merrick, piloting the Alcyone 
is a matter of real skipper’s pride. And 
Mrs. Merrick gets a joy out of man- 
aging the galley that few things in a 
sophisticated shore life ever afford her. 
Always, after a week-end on the water, 


Mrs. Merrick “hates to go home.” 


The history of every Elco boat is as 
thrillingly individual as the man who 
owns it, The invitation to explore the 
open waters each owner responds to 
ina characteristic way. 

At Port Elco, where we will be glad 
to receive you atany time, you can get 
right aboard a Thirty - Eight (or any 
other model on display) and make your 
own tour of inspection. Or we will 
send you Catalog L on request. 

PORT ELCO (permanent exhibit) 
247 Park Avenue, at 46th Street, 
New York. Distributors in Boston, 
Detroit, Los Angeles and Miami. 

Plant and Marine Basin, The Elco 
Works, Bayonne, N. J. 

The Elco Fleet: Twenty-Six, $2,974, 

Cruisette, $5,950; 
Thirty-Eight, $10,750; 
Forty - Two, $15,500; 
Fifty, $25,500. 


* Although this seriesof advertise- 
ments recounts bona fide experi- 
ences 0. vico owners, the names 
used are fictitious. 








“Oh, Yeah!” 


” me Lvcm, 
tem 
Dearest GEORGE: ' Boe 

I do so wish you were here, 7) 
nights are simply gorgeous, and J simi 
can’t describe the moon! You just ol 
to see it! There’s a chap here fr 
Duluth who’s in the steam-shovel hy 
ness, but he has the most soulful » 
and the nicest hands—lean and stron 
like a poet’s—and we take long wal. 
He makes scads of money! And the swig 
ming! George, you just ought to be he, 
for the swimming! I go in every day wi 
a boy who went to Yale and has been # 
over Europe. He has the cutest motorhy 
and the darlingest coat of tan! And some 
times he has a lunch put up and we » 
out and stay all day. And horses! Don! 
you love horses? There’s a Kentucki 
here that’s almost old enough to be m 
father, but he’s so distinguished-lookig 
and he’s giving me riding lessons! Heh 
his own horses with him—and they're tof 
sweet for words! And I’m learning to pls 
tennis from a boy who has the curlie 
hair and bluest eyes I’ve ever seen! 0h 
George dear, I do so wish you were her 
We could all have such fun! 

Your own, 
Doris. 





It is not alone in the 
charm of its appointments—the 
excellence of its cuisine—or the 
comfort of its surroundings, that 
The ROOSEVELT has achieveda 
great distinction . . .To these material 
attributes may be added those 
nuances of service—that quiet 
competence and cultivated spirit, 
which set this hotel so entirely apart. 


1100 Rooms —Single or En Suite 


at 45th Street 
_.~ New York, N.Y. 
EDWARD CLINTON FOGG 





Possessions. 


LIFE: Published Weekly by Life Publishing Company, 598 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. Subscription, $5.00. Vol. 92, No. 2396, Oct. 5, 1928. Ent’d as 2nd Class Matter, June 8, 1883, 
New York Post Office, under act of March 3, 1879. Printed in U.S. A. Ent'd as 2nd Class Matter at the Post Office Dept., Canada. Copyright 1928, Life Pub. Co., in U. S., England and®™ 

















ROADLY speaking, the measure of any 
man’s success is the size of the public 
behind him. 


He grows as his public grows—as his acts are 
approved in increasing volume by an increas~ 
ing public. 

> 


These few words tell almost all there is to the 
Chrysler story—or give, at any rate, the root~ 
reason why Chrysler looms large on the motor 
car horizon. Chrysler is presenting at this mo~ 
ment a group of cars sparkling and shining with 
newness of performance and appearance— 
cars which have again captivated their public. 


These brilliant new Chrysler cars have been 
in process of creation for two years—they 
will exert their influence upon the design of 
all other motor cars for several years to come. 


~- 
Chrysler has never halted 
orhesitated, becauseChry~ Swi. 


sler is free and has no obli- 








gations to anyone but its own public — no 
limit except the limit of its own creative pow~ 
ers, its own energy and enthusiasm, its own 
faith in the boundless resources of the nation. 


Chrysler quite frankly confesses its intention 
to try to surpass other cars and other manu-~ 
facturers—quite frankly admits an enthusi-~ 
astic ambition for continued leadership in 
value giving—quite frankly intends to leave 
nothing undone to earn and deserve and hold 
the greatest motor car public in all the world. 


> 


This, it seems to the Chrysler management, 
is the urgent need of every manufacturing 
institution which aspires to satisfy a swift-~ 
moving public —to realize that it does move, 
that yesterday is dead, that laurels wither, 
that today is gloriously 
alive, that tomorrow calls 
clamorously for greater and 


ee greater endeavor. 














UTUMN 
CLOTHING for the 
Gentleman 


EL 





Drowning King 


HIS is the 107th fall that we 

have offered the season’s 
smartest topcoats and suits to a 
discerning clientele. Since 1821 
our clothing has been notable for 
individuality, faultless workman- 
ship, good taste, extreme modera- 
tion of cost. In keeping with this 
distinguished tradition, our 1928 
selection for fall embodies the lat- 
est and best style trends and the 
choicest of new fabrics and patterns. 


New York—One East 45th St., at Fifth Ave. 


Chicago—Monroe & Wabash...and 30 othersmart, convenientstores 


LIfFe 












Why I Am Going to Vote for Will Rogers or 
President 


Because, while neither of the major parties understands him 
he understands both of them only too well. 
Because he can make public men more uncomfortable with 
a typewriter than most people could with a machine gun, 
Because he is the only candidate that will get out the movie. 
fan vote. (Some people have been wondering for years what 
would happen if all the movie fans voted.) 
Because he has a sense of humor that is not merely simy. 
ated for campaign purposes. ; 
Because he has a splendid record as Mayor of Beverly Hil\s 
(I have a grandfather living in Beverly Hills who says: “Will 
never run a kid ridin’ a bicycle off the sidewalk yet!’’) 
Because I believe if he is given rope enough, he will elect 
himself. 


—_ 


Kenneth Funk. 





Parachute 


I saci never forget the first parachute jump I ever mate, 
To this day I recall nothing that has dismayed or terrified me 
more. While the people who watched me make my first jump 
told me I came through it visibly unshaken, I must confess 
that inwardly I was a turmoil of shattered nerves. 

My plane had climbed swiftly to an altitude considered 
safest for my purpose. I distinctly remember that I looked back 
at my pilot questioningly. He urg-d me on by a nod. Without 
waiting another moment I rose, stepped out of the cockpit, 
and let myself go hurtling down through the clouds. 

I had clear use of my faculties as I fell. Very deliberately | 
jerked the cord that opened the bundle strapped to my back. 
My headlong fall was gently checked as the great canvas bag 
slowly unfurled. 

I felt thoroughly at ease, dangling a thousand feet up in air. 
I felt as secure and as comfortable as if I were in the parlor of 
my own home. I had been warned many times that the high 
altitude would make me sick. Yet I never felt better. I was 
telling myself how exaggerated were the dangers attributed to 
such a feat as mine, when I heard a clear, ominous rip. 

I went cold the moment I heard that warning sound of im- 
pending disaster. Even after I shad regained control over my- 
self I was still limp, horror-stricken, and regretful. I stormed 
at myself for my foolhardy recklessness in making the jump. 
Then I heard another rip, this one more sustained than the 
first. 

Here I realized that self-chastisement would only tend to 
complicate my troubles. So I immediately calmed down and 
began to consider ways and means out of this dilemma. 

Looking down, I calculated that I was still several hundred 
feet from earth. At the same time I noticed that I was nearing 
ground at a fast rate—at a much faster rate than when I had 
left the plane. The wind sang in my ears as I went driving 
down. I could barely catch my breath. Very soon | could dis- 
tinctly make out the faces of the crowd watching me. Again 
I became horrified. Those people would crowd around me 
as soon as I touched earth. They would be near enough to st 
everything. ...I was never so completely sick at heart. 

Whoop! I landed with a fluttering rush, a cloud of canvas 
billowing over me. The crowd swooped in and got me betore 
I could free myself from the parachute and escape. | begged 
them to let me go, but they would not hear me. They 
me from the bag, raised me on their shoulders, and proudly 
paraded me around the field. Then it was that I discovered my 
mistake. ; 

It wasn’t my pants at all that were ripping while aloit, e 
I had supposed. The ripping sound that had led me to expect 
my first trial to end in grief came from a widening rem in 
the bag of the parachute. I take precautions now. I make sutt 
I wear two pairs of pants whenever I step off on another jump. 


Harry Epstein. 
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_filoery Peautifully fri 
— *Guaranteed Forever against all defects 


Silvery, luminous crystals of pearl are combined 
with Parker’s jet Permanite to produce these beauti- 
fully iridescent effects in this new Black and Pearl 
Duofold. 

Parker's Black and Pearl designs are unduplicated, 
and as moderne as the moment and the mode. 


The pensare $10, $8.50 and $7.50, according to size; 
pencils, $3.59, $4 and $5; pairs (smartly matched), 
$11, $12.50 and $15. A handsome individual or 
double box goes with them at no extra charge. 


Non-breakable, 28% lighter than a rubber pen. 
Perfect balance in your hand. 


Pressureless Touch, as in all Duofolds, permits 
instant, steady, fastest writing with no pressure from 
your fingers—no effort—no fatigue—because the 
feather-light weight of the pen itself is sufficient to 
bring it into perfect operation. 

36 years’ experience, 47 improvements, 29 pen 
patents—all have contributed to the development of 
this master pen. 

And it is * guaranteed forever against all defects 
which assures you satisfaction that is permanent. 

There couldn't be a finer present to one you want 
to please. 

The imprint, “Geo. S. Parker—DUOFOLD,” is 
stamped on every barrel so you may know you have 
the genuine. Be sure to look for ii. 





T . 
HE PARKER PEN COMPANY, JANESVILLE, WIS *To prove Parker Duofold is 

OFFICES AND SUBSIDIARIES: : : 
wew vos * postos * cmcaso a pen of lifelong perfection, 
ATLANTA * DALLAS * SAN FRANCISCO we offer to make good any de- 
TORONTO, CANADA * LONDON, ENGLAND fect provided complete pen 
is sent by the owner direct to 
Senior Pen, $10; Junior, $8.50 the factory with Wé for re- 
Juniorette or Lady, $7.50 turn postage and insurance. 

Gift box included 
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The 
new LC Smith 
Secretarial, 
finished in 
walnut green. 
Light touch, 


easy action, 


LC Smith & Corona Typewriters 
Inc, 1020 E, Washington St., 
Syracuse, New Yo k. Sales Offices 


in all principal cities 


4 


% 
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Mm Est. 1903 


LCSmith 


The Ball Bearing Office Machine 


. 





HTT 





LTT 
















































































































































































— 
—— 


UNNraTt 


——— 
—$—$—$ —— 














































































































Johnny Farrell, National Open Golf Champion, 1928 


The finest tobacco—iong even cut— 


no dust—“It’s Toasted”—all im- 


purities removed—flavor improved. 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 


© 1928 The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 
































A THOUSAND SUNS 


Too much light would ruin everything. But we have 
never had enough of the right kind of speed. The 





real chores of the world cannot be done too quickly, 





if they are done well. That’s America’s lesson to 
the world. The Mimeograph does a real piece of work 
at greater speed than can be accomplished by any 


other means. Therefore it saves much money and 


time. Also it lessens the world’s work—prevents useless 
labor. The improvements that the Mimeograph has 
brought about in the duplication of all kinds of letters, 
bulletins, forms, charts, etc., tally more than a thousand- 
fold. Perhaps you would like to know what these improve- 
ments may mean to you and your work. A request to the 
A. B. Dick Company, Chicago, today, will bring you 
booklet and full information promptly—without obligation. 


MIMEOGRAPH 
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OUR CANDIDATE SPURNS THE BALLYHOO 


“I Hope There Is Some Sane People Who Will Appreciate Dignity 


Ix the course of events I had to come 
ast, 1 am the only Candidate that is tend- 
ing to his own business and not to the 
people's. 

These other two fellows (I can’t think 
of their names offhand), they are devot- 
ing their entire time to nothing but 
spending money and time trying to show 
that the country will perhaps be on a 
kvel with Nicaragua if they are not 
put in charge of it. 
' Now I come back here to work and 
cary on my private business. 

lam not going out around the country 
making a monkey of myself just to let 
people see what kind of a man they would 
have in the White House if elected, I did 
all that before I was nominated. 

Why do we nominate men that we 
don’t know what they look like? 

Now Al went west just about the time 
I come east. This move was not pre- 
meditated on my part, and I don’t think 





by 
WILL ROGERS 


he knew that I was coming east, but 
anyhow he picked that time to invade my 
territory. 

Omaha is my particular stronghold, 
Cowboy Mayor Dahlman is my friend and 
Smith could stay there a year and not win 
him over. 

Al made a speech to the farmers, or 
what he thought was farmers. They was 
actually Merchants, and Clerks, and Boot- 
leggers, and Policemen and just the very 
kind of crowd he would have in Newark, 
or the Bronnx. 

There was no farmers there, Omaha is 
not a Farmer’s town, It’s a City, and a 
farmer wouldent have any more chance 
getting into a Hall there than he would 
have making an opening night in New 
York. 

When Smith went to Omaha, that was 
a show to them. 

The people there had seen plenty of 


movies, but they had never had a 





and Not Showmanship in Their Choice for the Presidency” 


“straight from New York production, 
with the original cast.” So naturally they 
all turned out. 

Why wouldent they? It was big open- 
ing night for Omaha. 

Now where was some stray farmer go- 
ing to get in? He dident know any specu- 
lators to get tickets from. 

Al thought the Boys would all be in 
the hall sitting on their plows, and maby 
for a stage they would have a Threshing 
machine, He dident know that Omaha 
was full of City slickers and Gangsters 
just like any other city, and the same 
way in Oklahoma City. 

Al thought the Indians would ride into 
the hall on their Ponies and hear him tell 
“What the Indian needed.” But there 
again what did he run into? 

Why the place was all clogged up with 
Oil Millionaires, the same as he had left 
in New York. 

Here he had come to Oklahoma to 
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SPECIAL PERFORMANCE 
FoR 
WESTERN "FARMERS* 


AL SMITH 
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FAST SIDE, WEST SIDE" 


DIRECT FROM A LONG RUN 
ON BROADWAY—— WITH THE 


ORIGINAL NEW YORK CAST 































THe AMERICAN LANGUAGE 
“Oh, hello, Mae, darling—I’ve got some hot dirt about Gladys.” 
“All right, come clean with it.” 


—_— 


they're yours for the asking. Address ql 
requests to Rogers Campaign Headquar. 
ters, 598 Madison Ave., New York City 
And watch this space every week for Ou 
Candidate's speeches. 








speak to the South, and there wasn’t a 
Southener who had influence enough to 
get a ticket to get in. The slick Northen- 
ers had gobbled up everything. 

So as far as meeting different types of 
people, he could just as well have spoke 
in Brooklyn. But he had to go west just 
to show the people that his brown derby 
isn’t just a “myth,” like Coolidge Pros- 
perity. 

And it’s the same with Herbert, He 
come into Newark the other day marked 
“exhibit A.”’ Now there is no dignity to 
that, We want a President not a exhibit. 
The White House isn’t a Museum, with 
glass cases. 

I am carrying my campaign along dig- 
nified lines, I am not running around 
wearing Derby hats in the summer time 
or putting wreaths on every ex-President’s 
birthplace I can find. 

I don’t care where the ex-Presidents 
were born, I don’t even know where they 
were born, It’s the future my party is 
looking into not the past. 

So I hope there is some sane people in 
this country who will appreciate dignity 
and not showmanship in their choice for 
the Presidency. 

Being a Candidate dident give me a 
chance to see the country. I had seen it 
before. 


I have no free shows to give around 





the country, and no one to pay my way 
to them, in return for cabinet positions 
afterwards. 

So if your town wants to have a holiday 
wait till Ringling Circus comes along 
and see a good show. 





(Note: We're running short of cam- 
paign buttons, but while the supply lasts 
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THE UNINTERESTING MAN 
Gee, how I hate that man! Each time | 
say, 
“Here is a view I took the other da 
When I was overseas,” what does he do 


But pull some pictures from Ais pocket, 
too, 

And start to show me something that 
can be 

Of not the slightest interest to me! 


And scarcely can I start to tell him what 

My two-year genius said, but, like as not, 

When I’m not half-way through, he will 
begin 

Relating, with a wide and fatuous grin, 

Some drool about the brightness of his 
brats— 

It makes me yearn to kick him in the 
slats! 


And one day when I'd opened up the 
case 

Of my old watch, to show him Tom and 
Grace 

Beside the Little Woman, didn’t he 

Dig for his own gold ticker and show me 

His family? There ought to be a law! 

He is the dumbest egg I ever saw. 

Strickland Gillilan. 





One Hunorep Per Cent Amer 
IcANIsM: Condemning gambling on the 
editorial page and printing racing tips on 


the sporting page. 
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“I think that colts are just too comical—they seem to be all legs.” 





He Was Too Clever to Be Taken 
in by a Girl of That Type 
Sut: | hear you’re the strong and indif’- 
rent type. I mean I’ve been dying to meet 
you because I’ve always craved to meet a 

man who was really indif’rent to girls. 

He: Well, I don’t know about that. 
Who told you I was? 

Sue: Oh, don’t try to get out of it, my 
dear! I know you never give any girls 
any time because you think most girls are 
just poisonous flirts and shimmy-fluffers, 
don’t you? 

He: Well, I must say I don’t think very 
many girls are worth while. 

Sue: Well, I think you're perfectly 
nght, and I admire you terribly for it be- 
cuse I think the whole trouble with girls 
nowadays fs just that they're consecrated 
on friv'lous things and simoly haven’t any 
“rious side to them, sort of, do you know 
what [ mean? 

He: Yeah —that’s the whole point. 
You've hit it exactly. 
Sue: Well, I’m terribly glad you think 


so, my dear, because I’ve actually thought | 
a lot about the situation and I| honestly 


of that type, do you know what I mean? 
He: I certainly do and I’m certainly 


think if more men were like you and | glad to find there’s one girl who doesn’t 
didn’t give those sort of trivial girls any ' pull that stuff. Let’s get together and do 
time just because they make a dead set | something some evening before long, what 





for you and all, it would really improve | 
conditions or something a tremendous /ot, | 
don’t you think it would? 

He: You've certainly got the right 
dope. You see, it isn’t that I dislike wom- 
en or anything but I just don’t think the 
average type of girl nowadays is worth 
bothering with. 

Sue: Isn’t it true, my dear? Actually, I 
think it’s the most revolting spectacle to 
see these septic females de/iderately trying 
to make themselves attractive to ev'ry 
man they meet just so’s they can annex 
another beau to their string, do you know 
what I mean? 

He: That’s the type I loathe. 

Sue: Well, I actually think you're 





splendid because any girl who tried that 
game on you would soon see it wasn’t 
getting her anywhere, because I mean 


you're too clever to be taken in by a girl | 


do you say? 

Sue: Any time, my dear. I’m always 
free as the air! 

He: Well, how about Thursday night? 

Sue: Gosh, I’m terribly sorry, but I’m 
doing something every single night this 
week; but I tell you what—you call me 
up, will you? 

He (supinely): Yes, I certainly will. 

Lloyd Mayer. 





THE EXAMPLE 
“Wy were you late to school this 
morning?” 
“We were playing Government, and I 
was Mayor Walker.” 





Captain or Business ScHoot Foort- 
BALL TEAM (on the five-yard line): Come 
on, men! Only one more installment and 
the game is ours! 





























by 
Walter 
Winchell 


Dear Pat WILLARD: 

After you’ve ankled up 
and down this canyon, or 
Broadway, as Mr. Perelman 
calls it, for as long as I have— 
and you get a load of thecounterfeiters and 
the other no-good-guys that infest it, you 
get a wallop or kick out of the good break 
which just befell one of the Street’s “‘reg- 
ulars.” I refer to that very delightful per- 
son, who really never cared a hang who 
wrote the nation’s laws, so long as he 
could write its song hits—Gus Edwards! 

Willard, old timer, Gus Edwards is one 
of the few honest-to-God Broadwayfarers 
that ever breathed. The others include 
George M. Cohan, Fred Stone, Sime Sil- 
verman and perhaps one or two more, 
but hardly many. The incessant double- 
crossing that most locals have to employ 





to keep from running second makes the 

Broadway boys insincere and selfish, but 

that cannot be said of Edwards and the 
others I’ve just recorded. 

Gus Edwards’ songs never went in for 

the double-entendre stuff nor did he ever 

fashion a lyric or a 

chune that contained 

the sexy gags that 

send most numbers 

into the hit division. 

He went in for the 

\ yy! simple but lingering 

>” © | songs, such as “B 

Mh, af (\_ /| the Light of the Sil- 

‘ very Moon,” “School 

Days,” “Sunbonnet Sue,” “For You a 

Rose,” “‘Lucyanna Lou,” “Look Out for 

jimmy Valentine,” and dozens of other 

lovely ditties which the folks back home 











Customer: I'd like to look at some living-room furniture. 
CLerRK: Yes, madam. Modernistic or comfortable” 





bought off the sheet music counters and 
which they hummed in their kitchens o 
two-stepped to. But Gus still is poor 

Gus still is poor because he never ashe) 
for an “even break,” which, as anybody 
on Broadway will tell you, means the bey 
of it. Will D. Cobb, his collaborator fee 
years, probably has as much as Gy 
which is nothing. Gus prepared headline 
acts which played the better circuits. They 
were always dignified and clean offerings 
and enjoyable, too, but what? For , 
troupe of fifty people he got as much as 
some blackface comics rate for Singing 
three popular songs off-key and telling 
some sour gags. It makes me sick when 
I think of it. 

But after all these years, when his hair 
is getting as gray as cafeteria milk, Gus 
gets a break—and believe you me, Wi. 
lard, most of us are glad. But the irony 
of it all! The break to triumph came from 
a man who worked for Gus when he ran 


Y | an office eighteen years ago. The man is 


Harry Rapf, now one of the biggest of the 
flicker impresarios for Metro-Goldwyn 
Mayer. With the arrival of the sound 
films, Rapf snatched his former boss of 
the small time where Gus had just su 
cumbed, and guaranteed him plenty of 
sugar to come out there where the Wes 
ends and do “talkies.” Can you imagine 
“School Days,” not the song, but the 
vaudeville act, in the pictures? It'll slay 
‘em, Willard. Can’t you see the Jew 
comedian having his derby pushed down 
over his ears by the Wop comic ané 
“Sassy Little,” the tomboy, having her 
bloomers kicked by the sissy (or maybe 
it’s the other way ’round)? 

At any rate, Gus Edwards, who discov- 
ered such present-day 
stars as Lila Lee, 
Eddie Cantor, 
Georgie Jessel, 
Georgie Price, Eddie 
Buzzell, Louise 
Groody, the Duncan 
Sisters and many 
more in-the-money 
actors, is himself 
due for some of the glory and kale that 
he helped others coin, and more power 
him. You see, Gus is different in this mat- 
ner, too—in all his years trouping and 
struggling to keep his dignity and station 
in life, he stuck to the same wife, which 
few of them do around this stem. 0 
course, one might add that Mrs. E. was 
a regular guy, also, for sticking with Gus; 
so let it be recorded herewith. 





And that’s the story of my life, deat 


Willard—I mean that’s the story 
G. E.’s good break, and if you don't ap 
preciate it, then it is because you're 0” 
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“Pardon me, Cap’n—could you direct me to the billiard room?” 





fully acquainted with this lousy com- 
munity between Times Square and Co- 
lumbus Circle (cries of “If you don’t like 
it, then why don’t you go back where you 
ame from?” and so ct), but I offer 
lew Brown’s lyric which “Scandals” 


fatured some time ago in rebuttal. There 


I had written because those sentiments 
always were mine. In but a few lines, 
Brown summed up the whole racket. Get 
aload of it: “Broadway, Broadway, where 
there’s a crowd lauding you, applauding 
you—when you're on top. e same 
cowd hissing you—dismissing you— 
when you're a flop!” And believe me— 
tis a merciless truth. But Gus Edwards 
has beaten the old street, anyhow. He has 
delivered just when the old Stem was 
about to give him a fast count, the go-by, 
the freeze, the chill, the limp mitt—all of 
which, as you probably gather, is not 
Rumanian for high-hat. 

Three big whoopees for good old Gus, 
who still is a kid and who has the dis- 





tinction of never squawking in his long 
and notable career on Broadway, where 
most of us whimper or holler “Uncle!” 
when we don’t knock ’em dead. 





LAUDATOR TEMPORIS MOVIE 


I sinc the praise of the Silent Screen! 
Who wants to hear what the actors 
say ?— 
The soulful sheik or the movie queen— 
I sing the praise of the Silent Screen! 
Silence is better far, I ween, 
Than the heroine’s lisp or the hero’s 
bray— 
I sing the praise of the Silent Screen! 
Who wants to hear what the actors say? 
M. P. B. 





“Make it short and snappy,” cried 
the city editor. “Boil it down!” 

And when they handed the new re- 
write man the Ten Commandments, to 
try him out, he wrote: 

Thee” 





Little Rambles with Serious 
Thinkers 


From whatever angle one views our 
American life, one can see that Prohibi- 
tion fits exactly into the picture puzzle 
completing the pattern of our civilization. 
—Ernest H. Cherrington, LL.D., Litt.D. 


Sex love is the supreme miracle of exist- 
ence.—Dr. Samuel D. Schmalhausen. 


I do not look on writing as a respectable 
profession: it is more parasitic even than 
the Law and not far above Advertising; 
as a business I despise it. That I must 
earn my living by it (having discovered 
too late what it is) distresses me, and is 
a Cross I must bear.—Waldo Frank. 


The public is incorruptible; its instincts 
are unfailing —Gordon Craig. 


I would like to be in the same moment 
an earthworm (which I am) and a rider 
to the moon (which I am). 

—Carl Sandburg. 


There is only in the rarest of cases such 
a thing as loyalty in women. 
—George Jean Nathan. 


It is absolutely impossible for a young 
man to spend the night in dissipation and 
be at his best the next day. 

—]. C. Penney. 





HEAVEN FORBID! 
A treat that is in store for the talking- 
picture audience: Slow-motion reproduc- 
tion of speeches and popular songs reeled 


off backwards. 

















Tue Scucptor: I'll sell that 
statue or bust! 











\ 


1 my 
an} 


THe Mopvest WeeK-ENDER Enters His Host’s Up-1o-patE BATHROOM 
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The Course of True Love, Ac- 
cording to Popular Songs 


You’re in love again and you love, love, 
love it—you’re in love again and you're 
darned glad of it..... And, oh, boy, this 
sweet girl that you so admire is just like 
a blister burning with fire..... Why, 
she’s the fairest queen you’ve ever seen— 
the dearest miss you'd love to kiss..... 
You met her down on Lovers’ Lane— 
where sweethearts meet again..... 

said, “You're charming,” and cuddled up 






















near—whispered sweet nothings right in 
her ear..... She said, “I don’t believe 
anything that you say, but say it, say it 
again.”....And then you kissed her and 
she cried for more—and you soon gave 
her what she cried so for..... 
thought you were a low-down kind— 
didn’t realize you were so refined. .... 
she threw you down and then left town. 
....But she came back with love as 
strong as applejack—and said, “Won’t 
you do, do, do, what you did, did, did 
before, baby?” So you sat in the park and 





got that kiss in the dark—and you pressed 
her hand so she’d understand what you 
were afraid to say..... Now you're gonna 
get a ring—you'll see the parson in the 
spring—the bells will ting-a-ling-a-ling— 
and every little thing will be be-yoo-ti-tul 
Vincent Clark Odell. 
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FAIRY STORY 
ONcE upon a time there was an old grad 
who was completely satisfied with the 
seats that he obtained for the big game 
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THE 
THEATRE 





Still More 


Mr. Jack Dempsey’s first 
thespian appearance in New 
hley York was a personal triumph 
mcmney culminating in Mr. Belasco’s 
kading him out before the curtain and 
comparing him with some legendary 
srong man who seems to have been 
named “Sansom.” However much like 
“Sansom” Mr. Dempsey might be, Mr. 
Belasco added, he really was just “a great, 
big boy.” 

All of which can readily be believed, 
and the “great, big boy” proceeded to walk 
through “The Big Fight” in an unpre- 
tentious manner, making the authors, the 
rest of the cast and Mr. Belasco look like 
the actors they are. Mr. Dempsey didn’t 
act, and he stole the show—which was 
hardly worth stealing. Just by being a 
real entity, this high-voiced pragmatist 
showed up the Theatre and all its trap- 
pings as a hollow sham. And he probably 
could have done the same thing to a 
much better play than the one provided 
for him. 

“The Big Fight” resolves itself into a 
series of unimportant incidents leading up 
to the ring battle in the last act, and we 
must admit that when the curtain finally 
went up on the squared circle under the 
glaring lights and one knew that Mr. 
Dempsey was about to enter, there was 
an excitement about the thing that was 
more compelling than the best melodrama. 
It was a good fight, but a little short. 
We could have stood another round, but 
maybe that was just the beast in us. 

We are a little sorry to report that, in 
one respect, Mr. Dempsey has allowed 
his stage connection to soften him. He 
shaved before the big fight. Is the whole 
world going effeminate? 


ay | Lodnl gp SO zai 


Wen a writer who has worked out 
in vaudeville does something for the 
kegitimate theatre you can usually count 
or its having a certain number of sharp 
punches sprinkled throughout. Punches 
ae a necessity in vaudeville. ““This Thin 

Called Love,” by Edwin Burke, has ail 
the earmarks of having been written with 
the vaudeville touch, and therein lies both 
its strength and its weakness. While it 
leaps lightly from gag to gag (and some 





of them very good gags, too), it never 
quite makes up its mind what sort of 
play it is going to be, with the result 
that, in order to get his final curtain 
down, Mr. Burke has had to resort to 
the old revolver shot. We will say this— 
it does come as a surprise, but it is hardly 
in key with the farcical proceedings up 
to that point. 

Miss Violet Heming has never ap- 
peared to better advantage (and she has 
always appeared to pretty. good advantage 
simply by walking on the stage), and 
Minor Watson has the difficult task of 
making one of those simple-souled he- 
men ranchers seem different from the rest 
of his kind, which he does. “This Thing 
Called Love” ought to make pleasant en- 
tertainment if you don’t care particularly 
about believing what you see. 


WE are a little hesitant about dismissing 
“Night Hostess” as airily as we might, 
because an eminent authority from Eng- 
land (Mr. St. John Ervine of the World), 
after thinking it over for that extra day, 
saw a great play in it. To us it seemed 
more or less like several others, including 
that great mother-ship, “Broadway,” 
which the same author had a share in 
building. There is no reason why Mr. 
Dunning shouldn’t have taken some of 
his old play and made it over into a new 
one, but we can’t be expected to get as 
excited about it the second time. It is 
quite all right, as such things go, and 
has several very good points (especially 
Mr. Porter Hall’s performance as the 
doorman), but we should prefer, all other 
things being equal, not to see any more 
lays about night-clubs for a while. Per- 
ane Mr. Ervine hasn’t had to see so 
many of them in England. And then 
again, maybe we’re wrong. 


am 


For a good laugh you can’t do any better 
than see “The Great Power.” Perhaps 
if we explain that “Power” is the name 
of the leading character it will clear up 
things a little right at the start. And not 
only is his name Power but he Aas power; 
so you see there is a startling play on 











words before you have even begun. He 
has so much power that he just sits at 
a big desk and wrecks lives right and left. 
He even calls up the White House and 
tells somebody there that he isn’t at all 
pleased with the way things are going. 
There is no way of telling you how much 
power this man has, because you wouldn’t 
believe it unless you saw it with your 
own eyes. And don’t lose sight of the 
fact that his name is Power, too. Every- 
thing comes out all right in the end, 
however, as it was all in a dream. But 
for a while it had us pretty worried. 


cy & G29 


In “The New Moon” we are taken back 
into the days when musical comedy was 
musical comedy, and it is rather refresh- 
ing. It is an elaborate production, with 
a good old-fashioned score by Sigmund 
Romberg, some excellent chorus numbers 
out of the fertile mind of Bobby Connolly 
and an engaging comedian in Gus Shy. 
There isn’t an awful lot to laugh at, but 
what there is Mr. Shy makes the most of. 

The effect of being back at one of the 
musical comedies of the Golden Age is 
increased by the highly mannered pres- 
ence of the hero, Mr. Robert Halliday. 
We haven’t seen such refayned acting 
since the days when the mysterious 
Stranger with the white plume turned out 
to be Prince Boris in disguise. And then 
what merry-making at the inn there was! 
A toast, a toast to Prince Boris! 


Boy RECS 
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Apropos of nothing at all in “The New 
Moon,” please understand us, it has oc- 
curred to us that Time goes at its wnost 
sluggish pace during the second encore 
of a soprano solo. 





The Confidential Guide to current 
plays will be found on page 30. 





OKE WITH US 
Tuose leaders of both parties who have 
been voicing their opposition to whisper- 
ing campaigns obviously don’t live in 
radio-infested apartment houses. 





“THERE seem to be more girls here than 
boys.” 
“Yeah. The petting is two to one.” 














“My dear, we're going to adopt a child. It’s ever so much simpler.” 
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MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


by SEPTEMBER 10—Early by motor 
Baird to Albany, where I did entrain 
Leonard for New York, and on the 
luncheon card were grilled 

Spanish onions, which I did order to the 
waiter’s tremendous astonishment, but his 
bewilderment was no match for my own 
when the tomato surprise which he 
brought me was found to be full of baked 
beans. Back then to my car and the sorry 
discovery that a woman with a small 
child was opposite me, and the brat did 
interrogate me in a shrill piping on such 
personal matters that I was at some pains 
not to reach out and whack it, in 
especial when it did stumble across 
my bad toe, and I could not but 
feel that Herod’s idea was fairly good. 
But one of its questions, “Why do you 
read all the time?” is not, methinks, void 
of sagacity, albeit it was followed by 
“Why don’t you read a pink book?” For 
Lord! I am so beset now with a torrent 
of fall publications that I could almost 
wish to be illiterate, reading only by mov- 
ing my lips and having as great difficulty 
and variety in spelling ‘‘mayonnaise” as 
does my handmaiden Florence. Home 








fairly betimes, finding my household run- 
ning smoothly, with all bright and 
shining, but my Virgie did confide that 
the storage company will not let the silver 
trunk go without a signed order from 
Sam, and since that zany is still in 
Cooperstown, we shall probably be forced 
to use chopsticks at dinner tomorrow. 
Then finishing up a book called “Money 
of Her Own,” which did beg its theme, 
methought, but I was puzzled more as 
to how the heroine could wear such 
smart imported clothes on an allowance 
of two hundred dollars a month, even 
though she did have an occasional debt. 


SEPTEMBER II—This day another one 
of embattled humidity, my own re- 
sistance to it so feeble that I could not 
bear the weight of my pearls around 
my neck and my earrings did seem 
like anchors tugging at my lobes. Kept 
to the house, therefore, watching the 
unpacking of my trunks, and I did tell 
Virgie that one object without which I 
do never choose to leave home again is a 
letter-opener, even though I be going to 
visit the Stotesburys, the details of whose 
hospitality are so minute as to sound 
legendary. My wardrobe in fair condition, 
too, for which I thank God and the 
comely young person named Margaret 
who did look after it, but I must remem- 
ber in future that a woman who is featur- 
ing lace in her evening gowns should 
keep away from porch furniture. Then to 
Anne Parrish’s “All Kneeling,” so good 





——_ 
that I could hardly bear or believe it, and 
I do know a woman exactly like tha 
who used to distress me greatly in my 
innocent youth, for that she could never 
go a square or two without some adyen. 
ture, usually amorous, and her recitals did 
make my own life seem so drab by com. 
parison, one of her most tantalizing 
features being that she could never tii 
me the names $f her partners in thes 
sketches, for that they were always col. 
lege presidents, great bankers, heads of 


C. : 
2° | railroads, etc. But I anust set down ip 


fairness that it was more interesting to 
listen to her lie than to most other people 
telling the truth. Aad how I did relish 
in this tale the lovers who were kind 
enough not to spoil one of the lady’s great 
poseuse-ish moments, even though their 
feet were going to sleep or their minds 
really on whiskey and soda and a chees 
sandwich! A fairish company for dinner, 
served with silver provided by Marge 
Boothby, the old rat, even though I could 
not invite her, but she got even with me 
by reminding me that I do owe her a 
bottle of claret and four candles. The 
neighbors’ radio below did make such a 
racket during the evening that we did set 
up a chant of our own, seeing how like 
Nevin’s “‘Narcissus” is to the Soldiers 
Chorus from “Faust,” and I have not 
much hope that our research work was 
appreciated in the immediate environs. 





The Copy-Reader Writes a Joke 


MOTHER OF SMALL BOY 
DEPLORES SON’S GRAMMAR 
TELLS HUSBAND ABOUT IT 


Quotes THE Boy as SAYING 
“T Arn’t Never WENT 
NowHeERE” 


Father Mistakes Meaning; 
Says Son Traveled 
Widely 


New York, Sept. 30 (Exclusive)—A 
chance remark overheard by a mother of 
a small boy was repeated by her to the 
father. 

“John, it’s positively shameful the way 
Junior talks,” she said. “I just heard him 
say: ‘I ain’t never went nowhere.’ ~ 

“Shameful?” raged the father. “Its 
worse than that! Why, the young whe 
has traveled twice as much as most 
his age!” 

E. B. Crosswhite. 





Srmite: “As much privacy a4 
president’s right hand.” 


not se 
this e 
gross 

Bank 
plan. 

under 
Potem 
aratio: 
ren G 
jestica 
ingtor 
a sing 
Marie 
jacket 


astour 
been 
brown 
wide 
No 
an im 
it all 
joined 
good 
with } 
ences 





~~ 
i 


» and 
that 
n my 
Never 
dven- 
Is did 
com- 
lizing 
T tell 
these 
$ col- 
ds of 
vn in 
ng to 
eople 
relish 
kind 
great 
their 
minds 
heese 
inner, 
Marge 
could 
th me 
her a 
The 
uch a 
lid set 
v like 
Idiers’ 
€ not 
< was 
ns. 


Joke 


\R 
IT IT 











THE POLITICAL FRONT 


The Brown Derby 


I HAVE just returned from a cam- 
paign tour of the United States 
in the company of Alfred E. 
Smith, fortune’s darling. I have 
not seen Mr. Smith’s expense account for 
this expedition, but it must approach the 
gross resources of the Federal Reserve 
Bank or the first five years of the Dawes 
plan. Not since Catherine toured Russia 
under the opulent management of Prince 
Potemkin has such expert advance prep- 
aration been exhibited. Not since War- 
ren G. Harding’s funeral train sped ma- 
iestically trom San Francisco to Wash- 
ington has so much been written about 
asingle moving object. Not since Queen 
Marie of Rumania hurled her leopard 
jacket and jewels in the face of an 
astounded populace has so good a show 
been staged as Mr. Smith and his $20 
brown derby. The entire trip was high, 
wide and handsome. 

No dime was left unturned to make it 
an imperial progress. The nicest part of 
it all was that Mr. Smith’s audiences 
joined in the spirit of the affair with right 
good will. To those of us who traveled 
with Mr. Smith it seemed as if these audi- 
ences, these crowds that turned out in 


ydam 





handsome numbers, were primarily curi- 
ous. To the Middle West Mr. Smith is a 
new thing. He represents a genus of pub- 
lic man totally unknown to that section 
of the country. His gaiety, his informality, 
his natural wit are all outside the Middle 
West’s tradition of politics. Warren G. 
Harding, with his magnificent front, his 
solemn urbanity, his tender condescension, 
was the Middle 
West’s perfect pic- 
ture of a candidate 
for President. Alfred 
E. Smith is not. The 
interest he evoked 
was intense. The 
populace wanted to 
see him. What he 
said, what he stood 
for, was of less im- 
portance than what he did. 

The Governor remained himself and 
even less than himself — his costume 
seemed to indicate a sense of his new 
dignities, for he wore a short black jacket 
of cheviot, bound with silk braid, on a 
foundation of striped trousers. Up to his 
neck Mr. Smith might have been a For- 
eign Minister or an Ambassador. Then 
he jammed his brown derby on the back 
of his head, tilted it to one side, and it 
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call me a quitter, an’ I’m gonna sock ya inne jaw in about two seconds, 





THe Lion Wuo Grow.Lep AT THE WRONG 
Time DurRING THE TAKING OF A “TALKIE” 





was “Al” Smith after all. The brown 
derby never left his hand. All at once, 
from the center of a crowd, I would see 
that brown derby raised high. Cheers, 
whistles and shouts rose up to greet it. 

Mr. Smith is a superb showman, but 
whether this inevitable brown hat did 
Mr. Smith good or harm is another ques- 
tion. I am personally of the opinion that 
he sacrificed good taste to sentiment in 
using this headgear in the Middle West 
as he had so often used it in New York. 

The impressions of any particular critic 
can easily prove wrong, but I had the 
notion, during this first campaign tour 
of Mr. Smith’s, that he was performing 
on a level considerably below that of his 
own true capacities and character. Except 
when he was actually delivering his ad- 
dresses, he seemed to take the job of run- 
ning for President with a surprising de- 
gree of insouciance. He was too facile 
with his jokes, bright comments and 
“‘wise-cracks.” That awful brown hat, 
jammed down over his cars, suggests saw- 
dust and pink lemonade. The picture he 
gave the country on this, his first cam- 
paign tour, was not that of the essentially 
dignified Governor of New York, the 
thoughtful executive, the conscientious 
administrator, the expert in government. 
It was that of a politician having a grand 
time; which is something less than the 
true Smith. 











SPORTSMEN azd SPORTS 


The Army Goes to War 


Ir is to be hoped that Captain 
“Biff’ Jones, Army football 
coach, has checked up on the 
“next of kin” items in the service 
records of his gridiron warriors. In any 
event, it is comforting to know that the 
tackles and guards can at least look for- 
ward to a military funeral. The left end 
has already said goodbye to the right end. 
They may never see each other again. 

It was Knute Rockne of Notre Dame 
who showed the Army football schedule 
to a fellow craftsman and said: “Read 
this and I'll catch you when you faint.” 
The Army is taking on Southern Method- 
ist, Harvard, Yale, Notre Dame, Ne- 
braska and Stanford, which would be 


a nice, comfortable program if you could 
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spread it over six years. But the Army 
is going to try to crash through the lot 
in about nine weeks. Nothing has been 
said about it as yet but military experts 
think that it may be 
necessary to call out 
the National Guard 
to finish the cam- 

paign. 
In Southern Meth- 
odist, Yale, Notre 
Dame, Nebraska and 
Stanford, the Army 
is tackling five of the 
strongest teams in 
five different sections 
of the country. To a man up a tree it 
looks like the toughest football schedule 
that any modern team has ever attempted, 
and that includes Notre Dame. What 





a 
Army tactician laid out a stormy cam. 
paign like this? 

Well, the truth of the matter js that 
it was the Navy that brought it about 
Queer, but true. It will be remembered 
that the Annapolis and West Point over. 
lords had a brisk war over eligibility rules 
early last winter, with the Navy repudiat. 
ing its agreement to play the Army for 
three more years and firing rapidly from 
the forward turret. When the Army re. 
fused to limit the playing of its football 
men to three years, counting previous col- 
legiate service, the Navy sheered off with: 

“Then you can’t slide down our hatches 
any more, and nobody else wants to play 
with you, either. So there!” 

Desirous of discovering whether or not 
they were outcasts of the gridiron, the 
West Point schedule committee an 
nounced that it was open for bids. The 
first mail brought a flock of begging let 
ters from leading colleges all over the 
country. All they wanted was a game 
with the Army team and they didn’t care 
whether the Cadet Corps hurdled the 
three-year rule and used General Pershing 
to head the attack and General Smedley 
Butler to do the kicking. 


Thus the answer to the Navy’s warning 
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“Mose, dey is one preachah in dis town dat’s pow’ful angry at me tonight.” 


“How come?” 


“Ah done hired him to p’fawm de obsequies at mah weddin’, an’ Ah didn’ show up.” 
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that the Army bad boys weren't wanted in 
intercollegiate gridiron competition is 
found in this year’s West Point schedule, 
with the Cadets facing the leading teams 
fom all points of the compass. Navy ad- 
herents hinted that the Big Ten teams of 
the Midwest, with their strict rules, would 
gorn to associate with the Army’s vet- 
ens of four or five years’ service on the 

idiron. The retort to that is the news 
that one of the feature games of next year 
will be the clash between the Army and 
Illinois at West Point. 


lee It’s about time the 
1928 [~) Navy took to the 
"vs Ago; lifeboats. The Army 
mon f has proved its case 

36 so far as schedule- 
, making is concerned. 
They can play any- 
body and draw up 
their own rules of 
war. As a matter of 
fact, the “three-year” 
rule was adopted as 
a barrier against the “tramp athlete,” and 
no tramp athlete could survive three 
months ef mathematics at West Point, not 
to mention three years of close order drill. 

But granting that the Army has the 
better of the argument so far in the fiery 
campaign, the fall schedule doesn’t look 
quite the same without an Army-Nav 
game to top it off, and that colorful clash 
has been wiped off the football program 
for the next two years at least. (Both 
institutions have lined up most of their 
“key games” for 1929 and 1930.) 

If the elderly and irate Staff officers will 
calm down and get out of the way, maybe 
the boys themselves can arrange a dual 
debate on the gridiron for 1931. 

There was once a Navy man who said: 
“Damn the torpedoes; full speed ahead!” 
It would be refreshing to hear another 
one say: “Damn the three-year rule; let’s 
get in there and lick hell out of the 
Army!” 





A National Calamity 


Tue stanps were filled one hour before 
the game was scheduled to start. The 
ams had gone through an extensive bat- 
ing and fielding practice. This was to be 
the deciding game of the most exciting 
World’s Series ever played. 

Then the fans noticed the occupants 
a the Press Box wringing their hands 
nd talking excitedly. The Managers and 
¢ Presidents of the teams, the Presi- 
cents of the Leagues and the Umpires 
gathered in the High Commissioner’s 
DOX, 

Rumors began to circulate that the 
BAme would not be played. Fantastic 











—— 


THe Dus Finatty Makes THE First Hoe 





reasons were given for its being called off. 
Some said that the President of the 
United States was dead; others that 
Nicaragua was invading America; that 
France had paid her War Debts in full. 

The Announcer was called to the High 
Commissioner’s box, and after a moment’s 
conversation, he went to the middle of 
the diamond. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he thundered 
through his megaphone, “today’s game 
has been postponed indefinitely. Graham 
McNamee has a sore throat.” 

John Henley Tyree. 





WEAK AND DEFENSELESS 
Once, I was seventeen; 
Later, I was twenty. 
Then I was twenty-three 
(Always on my knees). 
Since then my years have been 
Added to a-plenty, 
Still, ladies do with me 
Just the way they please. 

Charles Drake. 





PopuLaR music reminds us that 
it’s a short strain that has no returning. 
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THE PEOPLE whom Mr. 

Hearst calls “reverent 

religionists” ought to 

get a good deal of sat- 
isfaction out of this campaign. It is true 
that the country is being flooded with 
envy, hatred, malice and all uncharitable- 
ness, in the name of Christ; but the past 
three months have shown that whatever 
may have become of charity, we still live 
in a great Age of Faith. Mr. Hoover has 
faith in the Republican party—such faith 
that up to this writing he has addressed 
no arguments to any voters outside that 
party, perhaps feeling that Bishop Can- 
non is attending to all that; and the Re- 
publican party has faith in Mr. Hoover. 
Eight years ago he told the more idealistic 
members of that party that the way to get 
into the League of Nations was to elect 
Harding. His success in making good that 
promise has convinced wet Republicans 
that the way to obtain the modification of 
Prohibition is to elect a man who says 
he is against modification. The logic may 
be a little hard to follow, but logic has 
nothing to do with faith, which is the 
substance of things hoped for, the evi- 
dence of things not seen. 

It is to faith, too, that the Republicans 
are in the main appealing—the faith 
which they believe to be ingrained in the 
people, that prosperity is possible only un- 
der a Republican administration. Un- 
doubtedly there has been a tremendous 
amount of prosperity in the country in the 
last few years. Its distribution might have 
_ been improved; there was perhaps an ex- 
cess of prosperity in the stock market, 
and a deficiency on the farm and else- 
where. But men who got rich on Cool- 
idge bull markets show a proper grati- 
tude, and having got rich they are able 





to get themselves quoted in the papers 
with a frequency which cannot be at- 
tained by a man who is standing on the 
curbstone in front of an employment 
agency looking for a job. Mrs. Edison 
lately announced that she was for Hoover 
because he would give Prohibition a fair 
trial. Presumably, then, it has not had a 
fair trial during the past eight years, in 
which Mr. Hoover has been a member of 
the administration which was supposed 
to be enforcing Prohibition; but despite 
that Mrs. Edison has faith. So, no doubt, 
has many a good Republican who, as he 
sits on a park bench reading the Help 
Wanted columns, decides that he will vote 
for Hoover in the hope that he may give 
prosperity a fair trial. 





More and more, as the campaign goes 
on, Republican argument concentrates on 
the full dinner pail, which Mr. Samuel 
Vauclain says the voters will never ex- 
change for a glass of rum. Perhaps not, 
especially as for years past they have been 
able to get the rum, too. At any rate, the 
argument is a perfectly good one: My 
dinner pail, full or empty; if full to keep 
it full, if empty to get it full. Mr. Hoover 
has repeatedly, and truly, pointed out that 
while prosperity is not the whole story it 
is the necessary beginning; “we can build 
only on a foundation of prosperity.” 
There have been nations in history that 
attained a somewhat respectable soviritual 
life even though they were poor; but they 
were not poor intentionally, and as soon 
as they had a choice between a spiritual 
life and money they quite generally chose 
money. Mr. Hoover believes that when 
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we all have all the money we need yw 
shall go in for the spiritual life, and let ys 
hope he is right. At any rate, the platform 
of “Seek ye first the full dinner pail and 
all these things shall be added unto you” 
is one that has rarely failed in the history 
of the United States, or any other self. 
governing nation. 

Our old friend, the visitor from Mars 
might be surprised that one party could 
appropriate so successfully to its own uses 
this most general of human yearnings, 
But it is well known that Democrats do 
not like to eat; and that their perverted 
natures derive a fiendish pleasure from 
watching their wives and children starve, 


Common ty the politicians flavor this ab 
dominal appeal with a few phrases ad. 
dressed to the moral aspirations of their 
hearers, but business men are more frank 
Mr. Roger W. Babson lately observed tha 
“today Presidents are created by business 
conditions more often than business con- 
ditions are created by Presidents.” Since 
all men know that Mr. Coolidge alone is 
responsible for the opulence of the last 
few years, that remark verged on heresy; 
but Mr. Babson atoned for it by con 
tinuing that “we have in the past attached 
too much attention to the electoral college 
and not enough to business fundamentals.” 
That will bring three loud cheers from 
many a business man, who would be only 
too glad if we cut out this nonsense oi 
a quadrennial election that calls for r- 
current campaign contributions, and de 
clare the Republican party in power for 
all time. Republican politicians know bet 
ter; there must be a Democratic admin- 
istration now and then, so that somebody 
can be blamed for the panics. 


Yer a voice was lately lifted against this 
argument; a preacher of the old school de 
nounced both parties for materialism, and 


found the full dinner pail as reprehensible 
as light wines and ey Jesus, he re 
minded his congregation, said, “Take no 
heed what ye shall eat or what ye shill 
drink.” Bishop Cannon could tell the get 
tleman that many of the ideas of Jesus 
have been superseded by the more ¢h 
lightened reasonings of the Methodis 
Board of Temperance, Prohibition, and 
Public Morals. Elmer Daws. 
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SKIPPY’S 


By Percy 


Dear Sooxky: 

I was sent to the empty room 
cause I talked back. I had to stand in the 
corner an all I could hear in the whole 
house was the clock tickin like I was 
bein timed. It was rainin outside all day 
an I listened to the darn old splatter! 
splatter! splatter! on the window sill. 

Once I heard laughin downstairs so I 
made believe I was very funny an told 
jokes to the wall, but I couldn’t laugh 
with that rain drippin outside, it made 
me feel that all the world was cryin. 

Then I got to thinkin of the people 
who owed me letters until I hate every- 
body. Why don’t ya write to a feller? I 
wanted to sneak over to the window an 
write my name on the glass, but then 
that’d be cheatin, besides I wouldn’t give 
some people that satisfaction. 

Pretty soon mom comes an asks me if 
I’m sorry. “For what?” I sez. They was 
nothin more said, I was just sent to my 
room, an on the very day that the clocks 
was put back. 

Up there nothin happened. I tried to 
read a book only it was monitornus with 
so many big words. When it began to 
get dark, Nanny brought up some crack- 
ers an milk. She talked to me like I 
wasn’t a chair in the attic, an just for that 
I’m goin to buy her a hat when I get 
rich. 

I sorta had a little fun makin faces at 
myself in the mirror, but I don’t think 
I’m as funny as I used to was, cause I 





LETTERS 
L. Crosby 


didn’t get a howl. Remember when I 
used to put the gang in stitches? No more 
though. 

There was voices under the window 
an I creeps over for an earful an who 
should it be but Somerset Gohagen an 
Yacob. Somerset says, “I wuz!’ an Yacob 
says, “Ya wuzn’t!” an Somerset come 
back, “I wuz!’ “Wuzn’t!” says Yacob. 
Well, they got to wuzzin an unwuzzin 
until my foot goes to sleep. I went an got 
a glass o’ water an let it go, only Somer- 
set stood. Yacob beat it up the street an 
Somerset yells, “I guess I oughta know 
me own wuzzin!” 

If I could only begin to tell you how 
quiet it is in this room. It’s quieter than 
still—or noisier than still, I dunno— 
cause there’s a funny little ringin in my 
ears. Maybe I guess that ain’t quiet! It 
got to be so quiet I had to walk up an 
down like a bandy-legged man an make 
believe I was Mr. Gobbily-Wobbles, but 
I felt so silly I was ashamed to turn on the 
light an look at meself in the mirror. 

How is it that a guy like Willy Wally 
can talk back an do anythin he wants to 
—maybe burn the house down, I don’t 
know. But every time he gets sent to his 
room, the fire engines seem to know 
about it, cause there’s always a fire that 
night. An no matter where the fire is, 
they pass his door. Where does he get 
his drag with the fire department? I 
don’t even know one little fireman. 

I was just about to hop into bed when 
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somethin flashed in my eyes. Gee, | took 
a nip outa my heart. I thought it wa 
burglars first. I stood there as if | had 
icicles for supper, then I crept over to 
the window an I saw it was a searchlight 
way in the distance. It shot up over th 
mountains, clear an sharp, an Way up on 
the other end was an aeroplane. It aj 
made me think of an eye in some giant's 
needle. 

I just had to turn away cause I couldn 
of felt any more hurt if that needie wa 
stickin in me—an only because my 
tongue got to waggin before I could stop 
it. 

Well, I’m goin to pray before | go to 
bed cause I got to have somebody to talk 
to, I’m gettin so tired of me. I guess if] 
was only a little pea, God would take m 
out of the crowd an put me in a whistk, 


Affectionately sincere, 


(Eprror’s Note — Skippy, who was 
born in Lire, and remains its favorite son, 
will write a letter to Sooky every week 
from now on. He will express his views 
on life, love, philosophy and any othe 
subjects that happen to come up.) 


Walter Winchell Meets O. 0. 
McIntyre on Sixth Avenue 


“Hetio, O. O., how are things along 
the Main Stem? It’s a long time since I'v 
been through the Whoopee Belt.” 

“Oh, everything’s fine, they tell me. | 
haven’t been on the Hardened Artery my- 
self in an ice age.” 

“IT sure would like to see what's going 
on along Mazda Lane again.” 

“Yes, it would be fine to be back in 
the White Light District.” 

“Well, if you get back before me, tt 
member me to the Naughty Thorough 
fare. I don’t want the phrails along 
Orange Juice Gulch to forget Mrs. Wit 
chell’s little boy.” 

“I sure will when I get back to the 
other side of the Smith and Wesson Lint. 
But don’t you forget to do the same for 
me, if you get back to the Street 
Broken Arches first. By the way, whet 
are you going now?” ; 

“Oh, I’m ankling over to Broadway. 

“So, am I—let’s go.” 

Bernard Teran. 








Revisep Pullman sign—‘Cande 
dates Standing on the Platform Do S04 
Their Own Risk.” 
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Yahoo Center 
Constable Roy Downes’s Bees Swarm 























AviaTor’s Wire: Now, don’t forget, Joe—see what sort of hats the women are wearing in Paris. 





Progress of Prohibition 
Enforcement 


An Illinois farm hand, crippled by a dry 
agent’s kick, goes to the poor farm, and 
rum runners use machine guns on rich 
men’s yachts for target practice; the 
Mayor of Philadelphia invites Billy Sun- 
day to clean up liquor selling by a piety 
drive, and wholesale liquor dealers in that 
city buy bullet-proof vests; Congressman 
Sirovich reveals how grafting Prohibition 
agents sell raided liquor in their own 
speakeasies, and a citizen of Galesburg, 
Illinois, insists on being listed as a boot- 
legger in the new city directory; a Cali- 
fornia bootlegger in jail asks the police 
to collect his charge accounts, and a New 
Jersey traffic cop is found taking orders 
for whiskey while at work; dry agents 
with diplomas hunt gin in New Haven, 
and two Yale students face charges of 
hijacking in Pennsylvania; in Rochester, 





Indiana, a Prohibition spy uses a snappy 
car to lure flappers to speakeasies, and a 
man in Minneapolis gets a jail sentence 
of five minutes for illicit possession of 
liquor; the Assistant Secretary of the 
Treasury warns Prohibition adminis- 
trators that Civil Service rules forbid their 
taking part in politics, and Mrs. Mabel 
Walker Willebrandt, Assistant Attorney 
General in charge of Prohibition, urges 
Methodist pastors to preach against 
Smith; the same Mrs. Willebrandt in a 
political speech calls New York the worst 
spot in the country in its opposition to 
the dry laws, and ai investigation reveals 
that the greater part of all the liquor 
sold in the Eastern states comes from 
Philadelphia. W. W. Scott. 





Reporter: What is your opinion of 
marriage? 

Movie Queen: Well, I suppose it’s all 
right but it does get to be such a habit. 





A Nose for News 


‘“‘MR. OTTO FREI wanted at 6121 
ave. to finish plumbing work.”’ 
—Want Ad. in Detroit News. 


Tuis is the sort of thing that never hap 
pens outside the comic magazines. 


IL 


‘‘When telephone directors become obs 
they are usually gathered and sold to waste-paper 
companies for conversion into pulp and the 
manufacture of new paper. They are torn in two 
lengthwise, then chopped into small bits in a 
powerful machine.’’—Boston Traveller. 


Seminole 


rlete, 


Anp it serves them right! 
a8 


“Governor |Roland Hartley wil to me about- 
shrdlu £ cmfw wiom fia to Spokae and Inland 
Empire citizens on ‘state affair’ from g to 10 p. 
M. Thursday over the radio station KGA, 
according to an Associated Press dispatch today 
from Llympia. The address also will be broad- 
cast over station KJR, Seattle.’’ 

—Spokane Daily Chronicle. 


ProcraM coming in fine. 
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NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS 


INDIANA 


Wuie crackin’ safes last week Stew 
Nugent, paroled convict, ran across a world- 
wartime photograph o’ ex-Grand Dragon Dave 
Stephenson, that old young man. 


@Lafe Bud wuz taken alarmin’ly ill 
from cucumbers last evenin’, an’ it wuz thought 
fer awhile that it would be best t’ remove his 
liquor t’ th’ home next door. 


***Franklin Booth, Fred Yohn, Johnny 
Gruelle, an’ George Brehm are all ole Hoosier 
boys who've made good in New York. Anyhow 
they never come back unless they’re named in 
a will. 


***“T did intend t’ write a novel this 
afternoon, but I’ve got t’ take a De Soto demon- 
stration,’ said a prominent Indiana author, 
while payin’ a aad visit t’ me recently. 


***Carl G. Fisher, th’ fer visioned de- 
veloper o’ Miami Beach, an’ Montauk Point, is 
an’ ole Hoosier boy who never quite got th’ In- 
dynoplus rubbed off. He still rides a bicycle, but 
hasn’ carried his dinner fer quite a while. 


***T kin make it all right on a kitchen 
chair, but jest th’ minute I drop in one o’ them 
big, overstuffed Columbia Club chairs my knees 
jest seem t’ ferget ever’thing,’’ said a prominent 
an’ modest Indynoplus woman t’day. 


***Street widenin’ is th’ order o’ th’ day 
in this town, an’ many a noble elm is bitin’ th’ 
dust t' make way fer progress. 


x It wuz thought that our late State fair 
would bring a few lifelong Democrats t’ th’ 
surface, but only one set o’ whiskers got tangled 
up in th’ turnstile, an’ they belonged t’ an 
authority on bees. 


***Grain harvestin’ has been goin’ on at 
a lively rate hereabouts, an’ very little ‘‘uncut’’ 
rye is reported. 


Kin Hubbard (Abe Martin). 


P. S.—There’s no sense in withholdin’ the 
news that station WOWO in Fort Wayne 
is coverin’ th’ Indianny territory with th’ Will 
Rogers Party broadcast next Wednesday evenin’. 


SAN FRANCISCO 


Hi Jonson seems about to be elected 
again, there being nobody running against him 
but some Democrat. 

***Miss Eleanor Geratti has got back 
from Amsterdam (The Netherlands, in Europe), 


where she went in swimming several times for 
prizes, 


***Dr. Sanford Moose, the tooth extri- 
cator, has added the April and May issues of 





the Elks Magazine to the modern library in his 
cozy reception room. 


***Mischievous Old Dr. Stork presented 
Mr. and Mrs. Henry E. Edwards, of Ninth Ave., 
with three daughters one recent day. The girls 
are triplets. 


***Tony Caglianoni’s peanut wagon 
whistle sounds swell since he got it cleaned out. 


***The Hotel St. Francis has been sold 


for about $8,000,000, but this time Templeton 
Crocker says the rumor is a fact. 


« An auto thief seeking to evade justice 
ran his auto into the auto of Curran Swint. 
Not knowing about Curran being a dramatic 
critic, the thief only slightly dented one of Cur- 


ran’s fenders. 
Chet Johnson. 


CHICAGO 


At Lunt, Lynn Fontanne and other 
talented Theater Guilders are doing well here at 
the opera house despite serious opposition from 
the conversational celluloids. They could have 
taught the talkies their place, we opine, if they'd 
only thought to bring along ‘‘Strange Interlude,”’ 
Gene O’Neill’s great thinkie. 


u* 1929 Buick coach for cash or cow. No 


bull. Apply NeicHBorHoop News office.—Advt. 


***There was quite a family reunion in 
the lobby of the Goodman Theater last week 
when Violet Kemble-Cooper, the highly-pedigreed 
English actress, met up with the Shee portrait of 
her famous actor kinsman, John Philip Kemble, 
which hangs near the oil sketch of Lillian Gish. 
Although hand-painted from life some 150 years 
since, Vi said she never saw her Uncle Phil look- 
ing better. 


***Buy your tkts. for the Big 1933 Fair 
early, we have been asked to remind. Special 
excursion rates over all roads. (Newark and New 
York papers please copy.) 


***We saw Mr. T. E. Tallmadge, the 
genial author and architect, coming out of the 
Dignified Credit Jewelry Store the other day with 
a small package that looked suspiciously like a 
ring case. Who's the lucky girl, Tom? 


***Eddie Cantor, who has F. Ziegfeld 
booked to work for him this winter, won first 
prize with a mustache cup at Benj. Marshall's 
Bad Taste Donation Party, but Bennie and ye 
ed. think several of the girls tied him with their 
escorts. 


«* The home office has practically or- 
dered us to make no secret of the news that 
next Wednesday evening Station WMAQ will 
broadcast one of their laughable Rogers Rallies.— 
Unpaid Advt. 

Ashton Stevens. 





CLEVELAND 
Myron T. Herrick of here, who has a 
government position in France, got back home 
for a visit the fore part of the week accompanied 
by his son Parmelee Herrick and Parmelee’s wife 
and son, the latter being a grandson of Myron, 
He is looking fine. 


a Officers of the rum chaser that chased 
our fellow-townsman M. F. Bramley’s palatial 
yacht thinking it to be a rum runner declare that 
the resulting trouble was his fault because he did 
not stop when hailed, he claiming different. 


***Critic McDermott, Director McCon- 
nell, Actors Russell Collins and K. Elmo Lowe, 
and Stage Manager Max Eisenstatt are all back 
from Europe where our local ‘‘thespians’’ always 
go in the summer unless they have jobs. 


***Your scribe is now back home from 
Cape Cod wearing a fine coat of tan, etc. Bring 
your items direct to our office in future. 


***Everybody is talking about Pugilist 
*‘Gene’’ Tunney'’s European tour, but few know 
that he was chaperoned there by our popular 
fellow citizen and Playhouse President, Leonard 
Hanna. Leonard is too modest to get his name 
in the papers about it, but let the credit go where 
the credit is due, say we. 


***The younger married set is welcom- 
ing its latest addition in the shape of Mr. and 
Mrs. Perry Shannon, who are now at home in 
their Coventry Road residence. The bride was 
née Miss Marjorie Leedy, being the daughter of 
Youngstown’s famous humorist, ornithologist, 
magician, whistler, juggler, raconteur and broad- 
caster Charlie Leedy, and Mrs. Charlie Leedy. 


u* The Congressional committee consist- 
ing of Congressmen Boylan, Bell and Cooper, 
with Hastings E. Hart, the penologist, which has 
been inspecting our local bastile, declare it one 
of the four worst prisons in the U. S. Some think 
we ought to have a new jail, while others de- 
clare that it is good enough for the class of 
people that get into it. 


***Radio sets are selling like hot-cakes 
in view of the big Rogers-for-President rally that 
is to be broadcast next Wed. eve. from Station 


WHK.—Addvt. 
Ted Robinson. 


BOSTON 
FLANNEL nightgowns are in order. 


**#One of the fellows who flew Amelia 
Earhart to England was in town the other day. 
We could not learn his name. 


***Business is quiet in the cod liver oil 
industry on acct. of this being a presidential year. 
The idea is that people don’t want to go and 
buy any cod liver oil until they know whether 
Smith or Hoover is to be the next President. It's 
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pretty slack in the safety pin and rubber boot 
business for the same reason, too. 


&% Joseph Lincoln, the writer, will have a 
Cape Cod character in his next novel. 


***Harvard has started on its 292nd 
year of manufacturing Back Bay accents and bond 
salesmen. 


***Howard Gould found a 7%4-pound 
visitor én his doorstep Sunday morning. !t 
was the New York Times. 


&%* Those who fail to listen in on the 
Will Rogers radio rally next Wednesday eve. 
from Station WNAC needn't complain that we 
failed to warn them of a rare treat.—Addvt. 


Neal O’Hara. 


PHILADELPHIA 


Miss Maryorre Oexricns, one of Father 
Knickerbocker’s most highly accomplished and 
charming young daughters, has been visiting in 
our midst as the guest of Mr. and Mrs. C. Eger- 
ton Warburton. Our fair visitor recently was 
sketched for a prominent magazine, and no won- 
der, is our comment! 


***Coach Lou Young is having his 


troubles these days with the Penn football team, 


i Attention, 





several important defections having been experi- 
enced, including Barney Berlinger, Olympic star, 
who will devote himself to track work. Penn's 
colors will still be Red and Blue this season. 


***Miss Judith Jennings, one of our 
town's most popular society maids, has a new 
dress. But that’s not news, she always having a 
new dress. 


atriots! A  Rogers-for- 
President rally will be broadcast from Station 
WCAU next Wednesday evening.—Advt. 


John Forbes. 


DETROIT 


Tue Arcapta ball room has opened a 
smoking room for women, the same being the 
first in Detroit. This definitely puts us in the big 
city class, a breakfast food salesman from Battle 
Creek remarked to the writer this morning. 


***Anne Campbell read her poems for a 
whole week over the radio at Philadelphia. Anne 
is a real bright girl and, as her husband said 
when he saw her off for a Chautauqua lecture 
tour, ‘‘she will go far.’’ 


***“Hell Discovered Eighteen Miles from 


Detroit,’ was the subject of a sermon by a 
visiting evangelist lately. Bet you a seegar it 





Tue Eterna City 
“Mother dragged me to Rome again this summer, and it was terribly tiresome. I mean you 
get sick of looking at the same ruins.” 





—— 
es 


will want the use of our water system, and will 
vote for annexation at the next election, 


***’Tis rumored that Coach Fielding H. 
(Hurry Up) Yost, football mentor of the U 
of M., will retire this year after building up 
a champion team. He always does. 


***The report is that wreckers will tear 
down the ‘‘New Detroit Opera House’’ instead 
of just taking out the props and letting it fall 
down, 


u%* Don’t let fine weather keep you out. 
of-doors next Wednesday evening, or you'll never 
know how efficiently station WGHP relayed the 
Rogers-for-President radio rally.—Advt. — 


Elmer C. Adams. 


NEW YORK 


Son No. 4 is thriving nicely at the Trubee 
Davisons. 


***The leaves are turning from green to 
gold 
And October’s here, it being pretty cold. 


***Don’t forget the Rogers-for-Pres. rally 
next Wednesday.—Advt. 


t* Lee Keedick of Weston was out work- 
ing on the roads last month, much to the better- 
ment of same. 


***Every time October impinges on the 
horizon we get mad that we didn’t wait until 
then to take our vacation but in July we get 
weak from work. 


***Stand by Station WOR Oct. 10. 


Rogers-for-Pres. 


***F H. Yost of Nashville motored to 


Ann Arbor, Mich., last month in his swell 
silver-initialed car which the alumni gave him. 


«~* Will Rogers for President Oct. 10, 
Sta. WOR. it Oct. 5. 


***“Te’s a funny world,” said a nameless 


politician yesterday morning. ‘“The weather gets 
cooler as the campaign gets hotter.’’ Only a 
moderately funny world, say we. 


***Fred Gauss the popular Dean is back 
at Princeton working harder than ever. Fred is a 
Michigan grad and will have a lot of fun with 
the Princeton boys next year when Michigan 
plays Harvard. 


***Mr. and Mrs. Sherburne Becker of E. 
61st Street are home from Fox Point, Wis. Sherb 
used to be Mayor of Milwaukee. John Hylan is 
another ex-Mayor who lives in N. Y. 


***Our butchers and grocers report busi- 
ness as looking up what with so many people 
being back in town after being in the country. 
The country butchers report a falling off in busi- 
ness but what is one butcher's meat is another 
man‘s loss. 


mm Every U. S. resident 
Will Rogers for President 
Of this great nation 
Oct. 10, WOR is the station. 
F. P. A. 





THE CAT’S MEOW 


Myrtie: Believe me, there’s no fool 
like an old fool. 
JuprrH: What have you done now? 
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Rapio ANNOUNCER: Gosh—it’s lonely up here! If I only had a couple of million people 
to talk to. 





THE RADIO 








The Mabel Walker Willebrandt 

of the Rogers Administration 

by 
Agnes 
Smith 


Lire’s radio campaign for Will 
Rogers for President has started, 
but you needn’t think I am go- 
ing to make any cracks about it. 
I know what magazine I’m working for 
and, furthermore, I am nobody’s fool. I 
have plans of my own and I am not going 
to ruin my political future by speaking 
out of turn. 

If Mr. Rogers is elected, I want to be 
his Mabel Walker Willebrandt. 

I would rather be Mabel than Catherine 
of Russia, Elizabeth of England, or Aimée 
of Los Angeles. In fact, I would rather 
be Mabel than Mr. Rogers himself. Mr. 
Rogers has no idea of the help I could be 
to him. Just give me a couple of hundred 
thousand dollars to buy padlocks and a 
nice big expense account for my assist- 
ants, and I'll put Mr. Rogers’ name on 
the lips of everyone in the country. Yes, 
and a lot of other words, too. 

Mr. Rogers will be surprised at what a 
helpful little one can do for him. Up to 
now his camvaign has been spineless. It 
has been shiftless. Mr. Rogers has been 
content with the fact that people like him. 





That first love-feast on the radio, for in- 
stance. It won’t catch any votes. Except 
for Leon Errol it was too gentlemanly. 
And Mr. Errol made the mistake of 
slandering his own candidate instead of 
mopping up on the rival parties. 

As Mr. Rogers’ little Mabel, I will 
supply the insults and Will himself will 
have nothing much to do but ride in ob- 
servation cars and shake hands with 
people off the backs of trains. I will pad- 





lock every speakeasy and night club, not 
only in New York, but in Palo Alto and 
Westbranch, Iowa. I will go farther than 
that; I will lock myself up in the speak- 
easies. 

I also promise to enlist the aid of the 
Mormon Church and urge its members 
to write each other chain letters. I will 
make nasty cracks about the thee’s and 
thou’s of the Quakers and | will supply 
maps, free, showing the proposed journey 
of the Pope from the Vatican to the White 
House. 

In fact, I will say everything that Mr. 
Rogers would be ashamed to say. If Mr. 
Rogers gets mad at anyone and doesn’t 
want an open fight, I'll promise to do 
the dirty work. And I'll work so hard to 
preserve the Eighteenth Amendment that 
I will endanger the permanency of the 
Nineteenth. 

Naturally, I am not doing all this just 
for love of Mr. Rogers. If Will is elected, 
he’ll have to give me Harry Daugherty’s 
old job in the Cabinet. If he doesn’t come 
across, I'll circulate the following stories 
about him: 

1. That at the age of twenty, Mr. 
Rogers got drunk and fell off his horse at 
a rodeo. 

2. That his grandfather chewed to- 
bacco. 

3. That he chews gum and this will 
set a bad example to our children. 

4. That he once bet on a horse-race. 

5. That he was received by the Prince 
of Wales and therefore all his sympathies 





“There’s Dusty hitch-hikin’ again—the big softie!” 
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are with England and he would deliver | ggg 

this country to King George, in case of a Lag x 

war. \ 
6. That Mr. Rogers protected the pool- 


rooms in Claremore, Okla. : ‘| \\¥ rb rea 
7. That, in the past, he often has taken| fe \ | \ ] iM € ] Ly ad Yes 
issue with Emily Price Post’s Book of | figme 7S Nyy rs 
Etiquette and is therefore not fit to en- 


tertain- ambassadors. 

8. That he once played in Ziegfeld’s | 7 H E M O V I E S 
Follies and is on speaking terms with | ae ae * Ps oe 
many chorus girls. The Singing Fool ease in the conversational sequences, and 

g. That he wants to bring the vice slow to pick up their cues, but the Vita. 
and corruption of Beverly Hills into na- by nenait tox ta Cheah phone itself does not squawk, or groan, 
tional politics. R.E created for the Vitaphone, | or lisp, or run off the track. 

10. That he does not know the second ae or the v itaphone for Al A id eputisinn 3 oe 
verse of “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Sherwood Jolson, poh problem that I “ gen pig ee, horny» Si this — 

shan’t attempt to solve. |¢Xcept sing a Mammy song (he sings a 
But there is no question that the two of Sonny song instead). He is, by turns, the 
them work incredibly well together and | S®4ppy, exuberant whoopee-boy who 
combine to provide entertainment the keeps his audience in a frenzy of ecstatic 
like of which has never before been | ¢xcitement, and the clown whose heart is 
- ADDENDA known. When the Vitaphone is recording breaking beneath the tinsel. He does all 
‘ . Al Jolson’s songs, or even his most casual of it superlatively well. He puts over his 
utterances, it forgets that it is still in the lines, even the more dramatic ones, as 
experimental stage and approximates per- well as he puts over his songs. 
fection. Mr. Jolson and a very small boy named 

“The Singing Fool” represents the David Lee play one scene which, although 
That’s very neat—but reader, hark! supreme triumph (to date) of the talkie. |! involves the telling of two bedtime 

For, being somewhat snoopy, It is almost entirely free from those | StOFtes, 1s altogether admirable. In such a 
I’ve found that Germans toe the mark | gaucheries which have made “Lights of | uation, there are always plenty of op- 

While Indians make rupee. New York” and others so kiddable; some | POrtunities to transgress the laws of good 

Norman R. Jaffray. | of the performers, to be sure, are ill at | St; and most comedians seize these 

opportunities eagerly. Mr. Jolson, how- 

ever, aided by the anonymous author of 

the dialogue, keeps the scene on a plane 
of easy and artless naturalness. 

Little David Lee contributes consider- 
ably to the value of the picture. The 
director couldn’t shout instructions at him 
while the scenes were being made, and he 
is undoubtedly too young to read the 
printed orders that might have been held 
up. For that reason, his performance is 
utterly unstudied. His baby talk, recorded 
by the Vitaphone, is charming; whereas, 
if reproduced in printed subtitles, it would 
be nauseating. 


BVA UY OU UAV UP. 


WuetHer Al Jolson was 


This is a challenge to you, Mr. Rogers. 
The women voters will either make you 
or break you—and please don’t misin- 
terpret my use of the word “make.” 





**Americans have all the cents, 
And Chinks the yen for money.” 
Thus Carroll Carroll represents 
A case extremely funny. 



































“THe Sincinc Foo.” was directed with 
commendable competence by Lloyd 
Bacon, and it is generally well played by 
Betty Bronson, Josephine Dunn, Arthur 
Housman and others. The Warner 
Brothers have produced it on a lavish 
scale. 

Thus, Al Jolson has benefited by plenty 
of expert co-operation. But “The Singing 
Fool” remains his show, and his alone. 
It is, if you ask me, just about the best 
show he has ever had. 


‘*“The Camera Man” 





In one episode in “The Camera Man,” 
New Arrivat (to usher of movie cathedral): Say, buddy, are there any seats in this place? | Buster Keaton (appear ing as a boob = 
Tue Usuer: I couldn’t say, sir. I’m a stranger here myself. wants to make good in the news-ree 
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a 
game) goes to the Yankee Stadium to 
get some views of Babe Ruth in ac- 
tion. He finds that the Yankees aren’t 
playing there that day. The huge 
stadium is absolutely deserted. So Buster 
furtively steps out to the pitcher’s box and 
delivers a series of imaginary pitches at 
which an imaginary batter (probably the 
Babe himself) swings futilely. Then, hav- 
ing retired the side, Buster steps up to the 
plate himself and, after an imaginary ar- 
gument with the umpire, hits an imag- 
inary home run, and acknowledges grace- 
fully the thundering cheers of the imagi- 
nary spectators. 

This scene is beautiful and true and 
infinitely touching. It is typical of Buster 
Keaton at his best. 

There are many other good things in 
“The Camera Man,” including the 
comely Marceline Day and a scene 
wherein Buster, sent to photograph a 
visiting admiral as he leaves his hotel, 
levels his camera at the impressive hotel 
doorman while the admiral walks past 
unobserved. 


THE TALKIES are progressing rapidly, but 
it will be a long time before they can 
produce comedies that approach the old 
silent standard. 





Recent Developments, a guide to cur- 
rent movies, will be found on page 30. 





*“‘Wax Ficures 


Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray in the Electric Chair, 
Hickman. These are big real attractions.”’ 
—Advertisement in the Billboard. 


Brinc the kiddies! 





~ Qe 
on 2% 


“Well, well! Another Chicago racket man 
found slain!” 

“Dear me! I had no idea tennis was such a 
brutal game.” 





Truth in Indiana 


One cold winter night some years ago, a 
little group of prominent Hoosiers were 
huddled in a corner of the old Colum- 
bia Club rotunda, when the subject of 
hard liquor came up. “I hate the taste, 
the very odor of liquor,” said a venerable 
Judge, “but I’m troubled with a little irri- 
tation in my throat, nothin’ serious, I 
guess, but it’s unpleasant at times, and | 
find that just a teeny nip o’ liquor in the 
morning is the only thing that'll relieve 
ag 

Then a locally celebrated vitriolic edi- 
torial writer said, “I never cared a cent 
fer liquor. Oh, I might take a little drink 
just to be sociable if I’m caught out in 
company with friends, but I don’t care 
for it.” 

Now a well-known and widely feared 
attorney, well past sixty, spoke up.“‘I don’t 
care for liquor and never did. I might 
take a drink at a banquet if there was to 
be some speeches, maybe two small drinks, 
or I might fortify myself with a little sniff 
if I was starting for a sleigh ride, or I 
might disguise a drop or two with some 
ginger ale if I have a particularly hard 
day ahead o’ me.” 

“Well, gentlemen,” said a well-known 
Republican wheelhorse, “liquor’s my 
medicine. I can’t say I like the taste of 
it, but I’ve got a leg that’s been bothering 
me for years. Maybe in the morning I'll 
take just a jigger, possibly less, o’ liquor, 
an’ I find it soothes me. And then at night 
before I go to bed I'll likely stir up 
maybe two tablespoonsful of liquor in 
some hot water and sugar and, by George, 
I sleep like a log.” 

In this little coterie of cronies sat an 
Indiana writer, now dead, of world-wide 
fame. He had listened attentively till all 
were through. Then he walked over to a 
cuspidor, and returned and dropped into 
his chair, crossed his legs, and said, “I 
drink liquor ‘cause it makes me feel so 
damn good.” 

Kin Hubbard 
(Abe Martin). 





FOOLISH QUESTION 


“I saw a good professional football 
game yesterday.” 

“Was anyone hurt?” 

“I said ‘professional’.” 





Once upon a time when a girl 
went out with a fellow and didn’t come 
home that night it was a scandal. Now 
it’s a transatlantic flight. 





New name for a “chummy road- 
ster’: A Companionate Carriage. 





Che Observation Ward 


— Department of Rumpled Mentality— 











ISKUNFELEGYHAZA is sit- 
uated on the off corner of 
Forty-Second and Broadway, 
October. It is bounded on 
the north by pink, on the 

east by green and on the north 
by something in small type (Fig.1). 





fr 
I have the 
impression that 
that last Quart 
didn’t agree 
with me.» 








The Gootsagootsa mountains run 
wild near by (Fig.2). Eleven tons of 
heavy mud were exported in 1802, 
showing how little reward virtue 
really is in this workaday world 
(Fig.l). In the summer preceding the 
year eighteen hundred and froze to 
death, the bearded ladies of Kisk- 





started an epidemic of incipient ade- 
noids, whooping-cough, gangrene, gang- 
pink, cigarettes, cigars and sweet 
chewing tobacco(Fig.6). King Steuw. 
pidd XI, first a of Kiskunf- 
etc., was crowned on Labor Day, 1132 











(Fig.l). He recovered consciousness next 
day and the bandages were removed 
two weeks later(Fig.6). Hence the 
name,”"Keokuk" (No Fig). The congre- 
gee will now lean over and sing, 

iskunfelegyhazans Never Shall Be 
Slaves” (Fig.2). The market remains 
firm at this juncture but there is a 
fidgety trade in second-hand jiblets 
(Fig.1). Weather forecast for last 
Wednesday, light variable zephyrs, 
followed by hay fever and stray dogs. 
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he iscoming — . \ the love- 
when the a yodels of 
robinnns 2 2 lorna 
nest again!” women. 
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CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


The Theatre 


More or Less Serious 


Diamond Lil, Royale—Mae West in a melodrama 
of the gay old tough days in New York. Miss West 
takes the whole thing very seriously, as well she 


may. 

Faust, Guild—The Theatre Guild's first offering of 
the season. Opens October 8th. 

Gang War, Morosco—Hard-feeling among Chicago 
bootleggers, resulting in constant casualties. 

Guns, Wallack’s—Quite a lot of noise for not very 
much effect. 

Jarnegan, Longacre—With Richard Bennett. To 
be reviewed next week. 

The Ladder, Cort—It won't be long, etc. 

The Light of Asia, Hampden's—Walter Hampden's 
first offering of the year. To be reviewed later. 

Machinal, Plymouth—A poignant tragedy, staged 
in Arthur Hopkins’ best manner. 

Strange Interlude, John Golden—Not the greatest 
of O'Neill's plays, but something to be seen. 

The Unknown Warrior, Charles Hopkins—To be 
reviewed later. 

The War Song, 
To be reviewed later. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father, Belasco—June Walker, C. 
Aubrey Smith and Geoffrey Kerr in a pleasant little 
story of how the bastards all came home to visit 
Daddy. 

The Big Pond, Bijou—Agreeable, but hardly more. 

By Request, Hudson—By and with several Nu- 
gents. To be reviewed later. 

_The Command Performance, Klaw—To be re- 
viewed later. 

Elmer the Great, Lyceum—Using Ring Lardner’s 
baseball hero in the person of Walter Huston. To 
be reviewed next week. 

Eva the Fifth, Little—Considerable innocent diver- 
sion watching an “Uncle Tom's Cabin” troupe in 
trouble. Claiborne Foster heads the cast. 

The Front Page, Times Square—An eveningful of 
rapid-fire excitement, curses and Chicago news- 
paper comedy. 

Gentlemen of the Press, Henry Miller’s—A 
quieter school of newspaper comedy, but both amus- 
ing and sad in spots. 

Heavy Traffic, Empire—Cocktails and sinning 
along Park Avenue, with several funny lines thrown in. 
Mary Boland, Reginald Mason and A. E. Matthews. 

He Understood Women, Belmoni—This can't still 
be running! 

The High Road, Fulton—An excellent English cast 
(Edna Best, Frederick Kerr, Herbert Marshall and 
others) in a Lonsdale comedy which starts out like 
all the rest but soon picks up. 

Paris, Music Box—With Irene Bordoni. Opens 
October 8th. To be reviewed later. 

Pleasure Man, Biltmore—A Mae West opus. To 
be reviewed later. 

Possession, Booth—With Margaret Lawrence, 
Walter Connelly, Edna Hibberd and others. To be 
reviewed later. 

Relations, Masque—Jewish family and business 
conversation. 

Ringside, Broadhurst— The dean of the prize- 
fight plays in town. See review of “The Big Fight” 
in this issue for rating. 

The Royal Family, Selwyn—Last weeks. 
miss it. ; 

Skidding, Bayes—Practically nothing. 

The Song Writer, Forty-Eighth St.—Georgie Price 
as the Jewish boy who wrote song hits and married 
into society. Good Grade B stuff. 

Straight Through the Door, Forty-Ninth St.— 
William Hodge's latest. To be reviewed later. 

, When Crummles Played, Garrick—To be reviewed 
ater. 


National—With George Jessel. 


Don't 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Black Birds of 1928, Liberty—The best Negro show 
since “Shuffle Along.” 
Chee-Chee, Mansfield —To be 
week. 
A Connecticut Yankee, Vanderbili—The best show 
since ‘The Connecticut Yankee." 
, Cross My Heart, Knickerbocker—To be reviewed 
ater. 
Good Boy, Hammerstein's—New scenery with a 
ood show to go with it, including Eddie Buzzell, 
Charles Butterworth and others. 
Good News, Forty-Sixth St.—Oh, well, this has 
been running a long time. 
Luckee Girl, Casino—To be reviewed later. 


reviewed next 





The New Moon, Jmperial—Am going to see this 
tonight. 

Rain or Shine, Cohan—If you like Ed Wynn, don't 
see this because he isn't in it. Joe Cook is. 

Rosalie, New Amsterdam—Will Rogers has can- 
celled all his contracts in order not to be in this. Jack 
Donahue is, however, and very good too. 

Scandals of 1928, A pollo— What with Harry Rich- 
man, Frances Williams, Willie Howard, Tom Patri- 
cola and the rest, a very good show. 

Show Boat, Ziegfeld—Peachy. 

The Three Musketeers, Lyric—**The Three Mus- 
keteers."’ 

Vanities of 1938, Earl Carroll—W. C. Fields is very 
funny and so is Joe Frisco. Some of it is quite dirty. 

White Lilacs, Shubert—About Chopin, if you know 
what that means. 


Robert Benchley. 


The Movies 


Recent Developments 


Submarine, Columbia—An exciting but excessively 
realistic melodrama, with gruelling scenes on the 
inside of a sunken submarine; well directed and with 
plenty of vigorous acting. 

State Street Sadie, Warner Bros.—William Russell 
acquits himself well as.a stalwart crook in a partially 
talking picture. f 

he Air Circus, Fox—Another partial talker which 
rovides unusually pleasant entertainment, thanks 
argely to Arthur Lake, David Rollins and Sue Carol. 

The Cardboard Lover, Meiro-Goldwyn—I see that 
the French Government has decorated Marion Davies 
with a medal signifying artistic merit, which means 
that I am placed in the uncomfortable position of 
disagreeing with Fifty Thousand Frenchmen. 

The Terror, Warner Bros.—An old-fashioned 
thriller converted into a novelty by the use of the 
Vitaphone. 

Four Walls, Metro-Goldwyn—John Gilbert is 
excellent as a young renegade who finds redemption 


in jail. 

The Scarlet Lady, Cdlumbia—This is not one of my 
favorites. 

The Mysterious Lady, Metro-Goldwyn—The wear 
and tear on Greta Garbo’s neck must be something 
terrific. 

Lilac Time, First National—Colleen Moore as a 
roguish French girl who inspires a group of war-weary 
British aviators to carry on. 

Lights of New York, Warner Bros.—You ought to 
see and hear this, so that you will be able to bore your 
grandchildren with descriptions of_the first all-talking 


picture. 
Metro-Goldwyn 





White Shadows in the South Seas. 
—A mixture of truth and fiction which manages to be 
both beautiful and interesting. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Universal—They have fixed 
this up for the Southern trade by inserting a sub-title 
which states that Simon Legree was really a Yankee. 

The Patriot, Paramount; The End of St. Peters- 
burg, Hammerstein; The Racket, Paramount, and 
Tempest, United Artists—All recommended. 

The Singing Fool, Warner Bros., and The Camera 
Man, Meir dwyn—Reviewed in this issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 





Reading Matters 
Fact 


20 Hrs. 40 Min.—Our Flight in the ‘‘Friendship,” 
by Amelia Earhart. Putnam's—The dashing aviatrix 
dashes off a book which is human, and therefore 
interesting. P : . 

Spy and Counter-Spy, By Richard Wilmer Rowan. 
Viking—An essay on the highly organized business 
of international plotting... Here is the raw material 
for a dozen thrillers. £ 

Frobisher, by William McFee. Harper’s—The 
career of the great 16th century sailorman. ood 

The Perfect Ship, by Weston Martyr. Washburn 
—Blue water surges through every page. As good as 
any sea story you ever read. 


Fiction 


Fools in Mortar, by Doris Leslie. Century—The 
trials of a young lady of illegitimate birth, her affaire 
with a married man, her ultimate marriage, and her 
confession—which brings us to that g old situa- 
tion, should a woman tell? 





Squad, by James B. Wharton. Coward-McCany— 
Capt. John Thomason says of this book, “Dams 
good!""—and he is right. P 

The Shadow, by Lillian Rogers. Washburn—a 
well-told, if unbelievable, story of a college professor 
his dead mother's hatred of joy, and its effect on his 
daughter. 

_Babe Evanson, by Catharine Brody. Century—A 
girl’s-eye view of New York life, the girl being one of 
those pathetic, groping creatures who never get any- 
where. Recommended. 


Yes —Yes 


Fascinating Women—Sacred and Profane, by 
Franz Blei. ... The Top Kick, by Leonard Nason, 
... Storming Heaven, by Ralph Fox. ... 
Fortune, by Norman Matson. ... y by 

- P. McEvoy. ... Long Lance, by Chief Bufal 
Child Long Lance. ... Diversey, by MacKinlay 
pastes. ...« Twopence Coloured, by Patrick Ham. 
ilton. 


Perry Githens, 





Song and Dance 
Sheet Music 


Round Evenin’. Remick—Sweet fox-trot ballad, 
y George Whiting, the lyrist of ‘Blue Heaven,” and 
of the same appealing character. 

Bless You! Sister. Waterson—The Aimée Me- 
Pherson-Elmer Gantry influence has given rise to 
Al Dubin’s lyric summation: “Just like Adam, I was 
eatin’ an apple a day; I'm through with apples since 
the peaches came my way; ear me cryin’, I need 
purifyin’, Bless you! Sister, save it all for me!” 

Mem’ries. Wiimark—Jessica Dragonette’s theme 
song of the Philco radio hour was co-composed by 
Harold Sanford, director of the Philco’s tabloid 
operetta revivals. M. Witmark & Sons, publishers 
of Victor Herbert’s music, tout this waltz song as 
another “‘Kiss Me Again,”’ which was probably the 
great American composer's best work. While con- 
parisons are odious, the Philco Hour’s vast radi 
public can best judge that for themselves. In al! 
events, it’s a highly appealing ballad. 

The Church Bells Are Ringing for Mary. DeSylr- 
Brown- Henderson—Better than average waltz ballad, 
a bit maudlin in theme, of the there-she-goes-my-old- 
gal-here-I-am-broken-hearted school. 

Blue Over You. DeSylva-Brown- Henderson—This 
tune always was a good one. If you recognize its 
similarity to “Yearning,” you may excuse it since 
Benny Davis and Joe Burke borrowed from them- 
selves—with the likelihood this ballad will approach, 
if not altogether duplicate, the success of ‘‘Yearning.” 

Japanese Mammy. Feisi—A fox-trot lullaby after- 
math to a “Madame Butterfly” romance, with the 
Yokohama mama still waiting for her sailorman 4 
she croons their nautical offspring to sleep. 


Records 


The Man I Love and If I Could Look Into Your 
Eyes. Columbia 153—Sophie Braslau, the contralto, 
enhances these popular ballads with distinctive inter- 
pretations. The Gershwin hit is backed up by a 
equally satisfying waltz ballad. : 

Dream House and Sweet Ella May. Brunswick 
3981 — The Yale Trio make campus whoopee to uke 
and guitar accompaniment with their vocal renditions 
of innocuous pop ditties, manifesting the influenced 
the higher learning on Tin Pan Alley. 

Ridiculous Blues and Nameless Blues. Harmon) 
688—Eerie and extremely “low-down’’ jazz clarinet 
solos by Bob Fuller, producing one of those novelty 
disks which the jazz-hound treasures for persona 
edification after the usual popular song output pals 

Dream River and All Day Long. Columbia 1440— 
Waltz fans will like the Francis Craig Crchestras 
renditions of smooth melody numbers that have the 
additional advantage of a natural charm as ye 
unspoiled by overexploitation and popularization. _ 

Kol Nidrei. Columbia 50073—Felix Salmond’s 
violoncello interpretation of this secular chant § 
quite worth-while. The Bruch composition is im tw? 
parts on a 12-inch disk. = 

Trés Jolie and La Petite Tonkinoise. Vid 
81457—Pietro, probably the foremost virtuoso of the 
piano accordion, has —— a remarkable couplet 
of a Waldteufel waltz backed up by a one-step. ? 
recording should find international sales popularity: 


Abel Green. 
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MOVIE RECORD 
of the Big 


Events 


a thrilling film of your boy in 


action—on gridiron, track or diamond— 


from grade school through college 


S you sit in the stands and watch, 
A you're playing the game with 
him. 

When he bucks the line, you can 
almost feel the impact yourself. 
When he carries the ball down the 
field, you're running along beside him. 
When he tackles an opposing player, 
your arms stretch out with his. 

How exciting it all is, and how 
proud you are! Whata pity thatina 
few short moments the 
game is over. But, for- 
tunately, there is now a 
way to bring home with 


jou every fascinating bit 


cf play in which your 
boy took part... away 
to make a permanent 
living record of what he 
does in each athletic 
competition. 

Look around at every game and 
you'll see other parents seizing this 
new opportunity. For today home 


movies with the Ciné-Kodak are as 
easy to make as snapshots. Unbiased 
by the precedents and prejudices of 
professional cinema camera design, 
the men who made still photography 
so easy have now made home movie- 
making equally simple for you. 

Get a Ciné-Kodak and keep a 
movie record of the big events. Make 
a thrilling film of your boy in action 
—on gridiron, track or diamond— 
from grade school through college. 

Today, as in after years, 
it will be priceless. 
With your own Koda- 
scope, on your own 
home screen, you pro- 
ject this and other films 
you have taken your- 
self, being amazed at 
their clarity and bril- 


Cinée-Kodak 


Simplest of Home Movie Cameras 


liance. In addition, there are at your 
disposal Kodak Cinegraphs, 100-, 
200- and 400-foot reels of comedy, 
travel and cartoons, at $7.50 per 100 
feet, which become a permanent part 
of your film library. 

Go today to a Ciné-Kodak dealer 
and let him show you how easy 
it is to operate this simplified movie 
camera. Let him show you the 
Kodascope as well. Don’t be afraid 
that the price will be too high— 
complete outfits, Ciné-Kodak, Koda- 
scope and screen, can be had for as 
low as $140. 


7 A 7 


EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY 

Dept. 145, Rochester, N. Y. 

Please send me, FREE and without obligation, 
the booklet telling me how I can easily make 
my Own movies. 
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HE value of Tebo Yacht Basin 
Service to owners of yachts lies 
in our straightforward contractual 
relation with a one point contact. 


Owner satisfaction is assured 
through having complete facilities 
for all operations that have to do 
with repair, reconditioning, over- 
haul and conversion located within 
the confines of this yard, and 
conveniently accessible for owner 
supervision within 15 minutes of 
lower Manhattan. 
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| TODD DRY DOCK ENGINEERING & REPAIR CORPORATION | 
Foot of 23rd Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 
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THE LUCKY ONES 


Tue peopce on the billboards, 
They have a lot of fun; 

They smoke a certain cigarette 
And all their goals are won. 

They never fret or worry, 
They're always bright and gay, 

They use the right electric range 
And work becomes as play. 


The people on the billboards 
Wear everlasting smiles, 
They always pick a tire that lasts 
Some 20,000 miles; 
They always choose tobacco 
That can not bite the tongue, 
Or soap that keeps a woman's face 
Perpetually young. 


I'm glad that on the billboards 
Life is thus full and free, 
Because along the public roads 
There’s little else to see; 
And how it gives one courage 
"Mid punctures, sand and rocks, 
To find one may achieve success 
By careful choice of socks! 
—S. K., in Spokane Spokesman-Review, 


SHOP TALK 
‘*THE MERCURY went up to QI at noon,”’ an- 
nounced the fat fellow, fanning himself. 
*‘How,’’ asked the inveterate market player, 
“*did it close?’’"—Detroit News. 


Ar the beach the first tan days are the 
hardest.—New York Graphic. 





% 
“The porch 
is like an ocean trip 
without the pitch 
and roll’’ 


It’s going to take real will-power to leave 
this place for a stuffy office. I don’t think 
Mary and the children ever enjoyed a 
vacation more. Of course, the seashore is 
always good—with the sun, and the air, 
and the whole beach for the children to 
play on. But it takes a hotel like this to 
make you feel at home. . . . It’s a large 
place, I guess, though I really don’t 
know much about the inside (except the 
dining-room). I spend most of my time 
on the Ocean Deck with a steamer robe 
across my knees—reading to Mary or 
sleeping. Yes, sleeping! I came here for 
a rest! 9 ¢ ° 


If you are interested in Chalfonte-Haddon 
Hail, we will gladly send you a booklet de- 
scribing it more completely. 


HALFONTE~ 
DON HAIL 


ATLANTIC CITY 
American Plan 
Leepsanp Lippincotr Company 
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Shakespeare (ea 
S ays ab out Delicious and Refreshing 


Coca-Cola 
























‘Fill full. I drink to 
the general joy o’ 
the whole table” ~ 


Macbeth was a king. He could 
make his hearers listen as long 
as he liked. We doubt if Shake- 
speare reported his speech in full. 
An after-dinner speaker will 
usually talk as long as he can 
make his audience listen. So it 
was that Macbeth elaborated on 
the terse, modern invitation to 
raise a glass of Coca-Cola to your 
Macbeth lips, namely — 


ActIII,Scene 4 
8 million— Refresh yourself! 


d day The Coca-Cola Company, Atlanta, Ga. 
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off with my things all summer you would have 
thought I was his roommate."’ 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


A NIGHT OUT—PERHAPS 


“A meeting of the Masonic Dodge will be held 
Thursday night in the Hall.” 

New Zealand Paper. 
UNFORTUNATELY most wives are up to the Ma- 
sonic Dodge.—Punch. 


on 


O Maratton, Marathon, what crimes are | 
committed in thy name!—Detroit News. 











Tue Baron (to chief torturer): And how is your 

new assistant doing? 

Cuier Torturer: Well, sir, ’e’s all right at a} 

simple job like flogging, but ’e ain’t no use when | 

it comes to a bit of fancy work on the rack or | 
thumb-screws. 

—Lonpbon OPINION. 





| surgery, and was watching, wide-eyed, as he 
| tested the heart and lungs of a patient. Suddenly 
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7 ‘‘What? A hundred francs? You said fifty.” 
‘Fifty francs for the trip? H’m—it’s too much; Plirtriiyiii “‘Yes—but there’s a small extra charge for the 
, ” . <2 . “ é 
but my wife’s so anxious to go— storm,”’ 
—L'INTRANSIGEANT (Paris), : 
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‘ A dis 
NO MORE WAR a Te 
Tuere is a story that a sailor, failing to return boi 
to his battle cruiser on time, was apprehended in | 
citizen dress and dragged before his superior 
officer. ‘‘I read about how the big nations had O! 
all signed that Kellogg treaty,’’ he explained, 
‘tand I just thought you wouldn't need me any 
more.’’"—New York Sun. ; = 
mace it 
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NOW TO USE THE NEW CAR! | j P 
**Son gone back to college?’’ i 
**Yes, thank goodness. The way he’s walked ' 
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Bossy (coming into parents’ room during thunderstorm): | th-thought I'd b-better c-come in, in case 
y-you were n-nervous. 





—Humorist (Lonpoy). 





MEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER 
‘‘Wort, goin’ to marry Bert, and ‘im done 
five years in quod?"’ 
*‘Oh, the ‘ound; ‘e told me it was only three!” 
—Pearson’s Weekly (London). 


INDISTINGUISHABLE 


In the talking movies 
The drama, we suppose, 
Will continue 
To be silent. 
—Arkansas Gazette. 





PARTLY ANONYMOUS 


“Henry Webers entertained Mr. and Mrs. Lynch 
and her mother and thei- son and wife and chil- 
dren and son and lady friend and a gentleman of 
‘leveland and daughter and family of Garretts- 
v.lle”.—Windsor item in Jefferson Gaze'te. 


Tuey seem to have been all there, even though 
most of the names escaped Ye Scribe. 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


VARIANT 
Tue poctor’s little daughter had strayed into his 












she spoke: 
‘Getting any new stations, daddy?’ 
—London Calling. 










Mororist: Shake hands, now, or I shall be ver) 
much hurt! 

Victim: Well, it’s your flaming turn, ain't it? 
—Butietin (SyDNE£Y)- 





Canpor in advertising, from the Wilmette 
Life: ‘‘For Sale — Stradivarius violin, almost 
new.'’—Chicago Tribune. 
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SOUND EFFECTS 


A apy motorist whose car had swerved across 
a suburban street and crashed through a plate- 
glass window was being questioned by the local 
police-sergeant after the accident. 

“Surely on such a wide street as this,’’ said 
the interrogator, ‘‘you could have done some- 
thing to prevent this accident?’’ . 

“| did,’’ the delinquent assured him quite 
earnestly; “I screamed as loud as I could!"’ 

—Bulletin (Sydney). 


GOLF-MINDED 


Tuere’s an acquaintance of ours who, should he 
give you his name over the phone any time 
during the summer, would probably give it to 
vou as follows: ‘‘Smith; S-M-I-T-H; S as in 
stance; M as in mashie; I as in in; T as in trap 
and H as in hook.’’"—Chicago Daily News. 


NOCTURNE 


two automobiles filled with policemen 
hurried over to the pool. There, clad only in 
moonbeams, the policemen found the young folks 
disporting themselves in the water.”—The World. 
Tue arstHeticism of the Irish knows no 


bounds.—New Yorker. 


“Then 


Foorsatu’s all right per se, as we say in 
Ohio, but we certainly dread the alumni. 
—Ohio State Journal. 




































































The Honor of an Alpinist. 
—GuTierrez (Manrip). 


Sicn ir: Carson Street saloon: ‘‘We can't 
trust ourselves—why should we trust you?”’ 
—Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. 








THE LONDON BUS DRIVER TO DATE 


Amusinc evidence of the hold which the Olym- 
pic Games laid upon the British public mind is 
furnished by this little yarn. A careless pedes- 
trian, mooning in the Strand, found a bus bear- 
ing down upon him. By an inspired series of 
leaps and hops he gained the refuge of an island. 
The bus driver, having drawn up his vehicle, 
shook a reproving finger at the adventurer and 
said, ‘‘Nah then, Lord Burghley... ."’ 


—Sporting and Dramatic News 












Glass Ginger Ale with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters, 
delightful tonic and palatable. Sample Bitters by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 















ROAD SIGNS 
THERE are certainly some unique and fetching 
signs along the average American highway. On 
a trip to Georgia the other day the writer no- 
ticed and remembered a few of the best ones: 
“Stop and Gas With Gus,"’ ‘‘Bar-B-Cue,”’ ‘‘Hot 
Dogs and How!"’ ‘*Tumble Inn Here,"’ ‘‘Eat at 
Big Boy's’’ and ‘‘Speed Limit Eight Miles an 
Hour.’’—Florida Times-Union. 


*‘Wuat does the modern domestic lack?’’ 
inquires a writer in a weekly paper. The answer 
is obviously—staying power. 

—London News and Westminster. 








Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. 
Patent Office. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 
in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams 
, England. The foreign trade supplied from Luire’s 
London Office, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, London, E. C. 

No contributions will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and 


Lane, London, E. 


Lire is published every Friday, simultaneously in the United States, 
i Title registered in 


Buildings, Fetter 


Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks 
to the date of issue to be affected. 
addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New Y 


Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60). 


addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 
non-return of unsolicited contributions. 


rior 
All goumpeipettens should be 
ork. 


















PERSONS YOU'RE SIMPLY MAD ABOUT 
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The Man Who Never Crushes Out His Cigarette 


Don't you love those merry jokers, 


Who at bridges, teas or pokers, 


Consider it the creamiest of jests 


To lay down smoke barrages, 
Like the reek of ten garages, 


To the slow asphyziation of your guestsf 


Te foil the diabolical pleasantries of this familiar pest the Nevasmox was 
devised. Nevasmox is a small but capacious ash receiver which induces 
the most stubborn cigarette stub to die like a gentleman—without calling 


undue attention to itself. 


In addition to efficiently smothering cigarette ends Nevasmox has other excel- 
bobs up serenely without spilling a flake of 
ash. To empty, just open and dump. Oh, quite the latest and smartest thing. 
Lastingly enameled in a variety of colors—Moscow Red, Prohibition Blue, 


lent qualities. Tip it over and it 


Creme de Menthe Green, etc. 


YANKEE METAL PRODUCTS CORPORATION, 507 W. 50th St., NewYork 
Specialists im artistic smoke accessories 
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If you don't find 
Nevasmox at your 
favorite smoke sh 
just send us $2. 
and we will — 
you one postpaid. 


c= NEVASMOK 2. 
“oon AN" ~—- Smokeless and Odorless Ash Receiver — 


BEN TTS day 
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WRIGLEY’S 
has a soothing effect 
—it steadies the nerves. 


Handy refreshment— 
good between smokes 


I 78 
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Doctor’s Cocktail 


Quant't‘es for one glass 
2 ounces Martini & Rossi New York’s Newest Hotel 


Vermouth " os 
1 Amargo Bitters Ch ii D [lay 
 E mage* ron lemon ag wra if 


2 tablespoons powdered 227 West 45th Street 


sugar 


Fill glass with boiling At B’way—New York 


water. Drink before re- i 

tiring. Adjacent to Every Ac- 
Medical Note: Martini & tivity. 600 Bright 
Rossi Vermouth contains Sunlit Rooms. Each 


ati with Bath, Electric 


Write for Cocktail Recipes Fan, Ice Water. 
and Bridge Score Pad. Both are Single R d Bath $3.00 
ee a. a an & ingle Room an 5 
eer Fins te. Ken tack, Double Room and Bath $4.50 
N. Y. Exceptional Restaurant 


MARTINI & ROSSI ee totaal eae ei 


NON ALCOHOLIC Reservations 


ermouth F, D. SOFIELD, Mng. Dir. 
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RHYMED REVIEWS | 


The Happy Mountain 











By Maristan Chapman. The Viking Press 


Amonc the hills of Tennessee 
Where maids are mild and men 
athletic 
And life is wholesome, hard and free, 
The mountaineers are most poetic, 


They hunt, they dance, they chop and 
saw, 
They hoe their corn and rutabagas, 
They drink their moonshine whiskey raw 
And talk like old Icelandic sagas. 


Young Waits, the trumlic, fere and clean, 
Bodaciously was set on roaming; 
He bade farewell to Allardene 
At eveglom, meaning in the gloaming. 


He left his love and native heights 
To go a-kurling over yonder, 
And worked his way and saw the sights 
Till absence made the heart grow 
fonder. 


Then back he came to kith and kin 
To brood on all he’d seen and weigh it, 
And brought along a violin 
Named “Venger” and the skill to 
play it. 


But now, he learned, an outland lad 
Presumed to woo his mountain flower; 
With losel Burl our hero had 


A ruction, rippit, row and jower. 


A drumly death the villain died: 

By owls and catamounts affrighted, 
He tumbled off a slickenslide 

And Waits and Allardene are plighted. 


So ends a tale of golden worth, 
An idyl touched with tender laughter, 
With scent of pine and rainwet earth, 
With heartbreak first, but heartsease 
after. 
Arthur Guiterman. 





DEBUNKING THE LORDLY SENIOR 
Tus column objects, as it has been objecting for 
many years, to the hokum that the average col- 
lege graduate considers himself omniscient. And 
so we object to the implication in the American's 
cartoon, underneath which it says, among other 
things, ‘‘As a lordly College Senior, he feels fit 
to fight the whole world.’’ Our experience 's 
that nobody feels so inferior, so unlordly, and s0 
inherently fearful of his ability to hold a job that 
will earn him a living as the college graduate. 
Far from believing that the universe is a push- 
over, most college graduates whose confidence 
we have been honored with have told us that 
they doubt their ability to earn ten dollars 4 
week. Guarantee them fifty dollars a week for 
the first five years, and they will think it 
wonderful to be true. 

—F. P. A., in New York World. 


You can tell the quaint, old-settled com 
munities. You never see any signs beginning 
“Ye olde.”"—Boston Transcript. 
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DOROTHY 
KNAPP 
proclaimed the 
world’s most 
beautiful girl. 








Heaure ano BEAUTY 
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Keep Slender, 
Radiantly Healthy 


This Enjoyable New Way! 


IETING or backbreaking exercises no longer necessary! For 
an ingenious new device, the Battle Creek Health Builder 


enables you to keep gloriously healthy— 


leasingly slender—with- 


out any efforton your part! The Health Builder, manufactured under 
the patents of Dr. John Harvey Kellogg, gives a combined mas- 

sage-vibratory treatment, better than a skilled masseur. It vigor- 

ously massages the heaviest muscles, peps upsluggish circulation, 

aids digestion and reduces superfluous weight. 


Endorsed by Famous Beauty 


Dorothy Knapp, star of Earl 
Carroll's “ Vanities,"’ uses the 
Health Builder daily. She says, 
“I unhesitatingly recommend 
the Health Builder toevery one 
that is interested in keeping ra- 
diantly healthy and in retaining 
a beautiful figure.” Here (at 
last) is a safe, simple, scientific 
method of reducing weight and 
keeping vigorously healthy. 


A Health Builder for 
Every Requirement 


Ideal for home use is the Uni- 
versal Home Model, a compact 


enclosed Health Builder. The 


Athletic Model is very popular | 


for clubs, home gymnasiums, 
colleges, health centers, institu- 
tions, steamships, etc., while 
the handsome De Luxe Cabinet 
Models combine utility with 
distinctive beauty. 


Send for FREE Book 


Send for“‘Health and Beauty in 

Fifteen Minutesa Day” —a valu- 

able Free Book showing the 

Battle Creek Health Builder in 

HF na complete series 
home exercises 


Sanitarium Equipment Co. 
Room AE-4754,Battle Creek, Mich. 








© S. E Co., 1928 





ESTABLISHED 1818 


Beta: 


SGLOTHINGS 
Gentlemens Furnishing ods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET, N. Y. 














1818 and To-Day 


Send for Catalogue of 
Hat DEPARTMENT 


BOs TON PALM BEACH NEWPORT 
Newsuey con. Benamsy Sr. 246PunBacnAvoweS 220 Beccevoe Avenve 














That's one of the reasons Kermath is so popular. Yachtsmen 
know of Kermath’s reliability. In all sizes, types and 
description of craft—in pleasure boats and in work boats, 
the Kermath runs and runs and runs. No Kermath has 
ever worn out. 

Tell us about your boat and let us recommend a Kermath 
installation that will give you lasting joy for years to come. 

3 to 150 H. P. $135 to $2300 


KERMATH MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


5870 Commonwealth Ave., Detroit, Michigan 
90 King St. W.., Toronto, Ontario 


Ott lcnlnctc 
A KERMATH ALWAYS RUNS 
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q Owners of radio sets are like owners of automo- 
biles. They express their opinion of performance 
frankly and they know what their next choice is 
before they are ready to purchase. Q In describing 
Kolster tone, Kolster selectivity and Kolster ap- 


pearance, literally millions of people seem to use 


the same phrase, namely, “Kolster is a fine set!” 
@ Perhaps you are ready today to find out what 
this means in detail, Ask for home demonstra- 
tion, @ Pictured above is Kolster 7 tube table 
Model K21 for A. C. electric operation with Model 
K6 Kolster Synchronous Type Reproducer. 


KOLSTER 


RADIO 


Enjoy the Kolster Program every Wednesday \ € 
evening at 10 P. M. Eastern Standard Time over 
the nation-wide Columbia Chain. 


© 1928, Kolster Radio Corporation 
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ROM the falling 
water’s rainbow-tinted 
mists and the radiant ripples 
of the sunlit mountain pool 
came the inspiration for 
these alluring two-tone 
Ripple Rubber Waterman’s. 


There are color values that only 
ripples can express in these new 
Ripple-Blugreen, Ripple-Rose 
and Ripple-Olive fountain pens. 
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The fact that these pens are made of 
stainless rubber, light and resilient, is 
added assurance that they will satisfy. 


Ask at the nearest Waterman’s 
dealer to see all three colors 
in two sizes. There are 
pencils to match. 
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The charming hostesses of the Colonial South had 
much of their tableware made specially for them. 
Though wrought by American silversmiths it was 
ordered “done in the latest mode from England.” 
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And sodeveloped many of those patterns known as 
Colonial today. Symbols of that famous southern 
hospitality which find their modern counterpart in 
Colfax, by the Gorham Master Craftsmen. 


Colfax is pure Colonial. But its exquisite tracery 
of design imparts a richness you will not find in the 
more ordinary patterns of this period. A patrician 
pattern which graces the table with a setting of which 
any hostess may be proud. 
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Colfax may be had as a complete sterling silver 
service, or in individual pieces. The Tea Spoons are 
$12 for 6; Dessert Knives $20 for 6; Dessert Forks 
$21.50 for 6. 


GORHAM 


PROVIDENCE, R.I. @k@ NEW YORK, N. Y. 
MEMBER OF THE STERLING SILVERSMITHS GUILD OF AMERICA 











“Whatever ‘your taste — whatever your favorite period — you will find among Gorham’s 27 patterns in Sterling a silver service to harmonize” 


AMERICA’S LEADING SILVERSMITHS FOR OVER 90 YEARS 
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Wh EOPLE who think it’s 
a misdemeanor to be 
caught in the Rockies after 
Labor Day miss one of the 
greatest delights of life: Col- 
orado’s balmy Fall! 


At The Broadmoor (right 
below Pikes Peak and a lot 
of other Rocky Mountains) 
recreation, luxury and weather 
made for you to enjoy are 
found throughout the year. 
Fall goes into December—and 
then comes Indian Summer! 


One of the world’s great golf 
courses; horses, motors, gteen- 
house; little theater, dancing, 
swimming, 


PLUS— 


Paris meals, Manhattan lux- 
ury, service that has all the 
metropolitan refinements. 


BROADMOOR 


COLORADO SPRINGS 
HOME OF THE FAMOUS MANITOU 
SPARKLING WATERS 


Reservations direct or at: 


The Ritz, New York; 
23, Haymarket, London; 
. 3 11 Rue de Castiglione, Paris. 





The Misanthrope 


A BLoopy ending is my prayer 
For that contributor, Lloyd Mayer. 


A fricassee in lead that’s molten 
Is quite too good for L. T. Holton. 


It’s my ambition to blow up 


With T N T the guy named Tup. 


For me a glad event would be 
The funeral of f. g. c. 


To see his body pierced with spikes 
Is my fond wish for old Bill Sykes. 


I hope some day a drunken sailor 
Will incapacitate Jim Taylor. 


It’s my impression hell’s not hot 
Enough for W. W. Scott. 


I'd like to drown with oyster broth 
The guy that signs himself Herb Roth. 


In Stygian cave, though somewhat darker, 
I'd like to chain up Dorothy Parker. 


The things I think aren’t even nice 
Enough to print for Garrett Price. 
. * * 


The reason why I hate these folks 
With such misanthropy unstinted 
Is that I have to read their jokes 
And never even have mine printed. 
Lenfestey. 
about 


Farmer, 


CamMpaiIcn Item: How 
little song called “Laugh, 


Laugh”? 














after your eyes andsee 
how they improve 


Eyes, like teeth, need daily care 
if they are to be strong and attrac- 
tive. A few drops of Murine each 
night and morning will not only 
make your eyes clearer and bright- 
er, but will cause them to feel 
more vigorous. Try it! 


URINE; 
& FoR Your 


EYES 





forecast 


Does your smoking taste vary 
with the weather or just of its 


own sweet will? Can you be 
sure what the next puff will 
bring? You can, if you are one 
of the growing multitude of 
Squibb’s Dental Cream fans. 

For the frequent use of 
Squibb’s adds mellowness and 
flavor to even the finest smoke. 
Its bland antacid action lulls 
the mouth into a soothed fresh- 
ness and gives you protection 
against harsh taste and heavy 
breath. It contains over 50% of 
Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia. 

Start tonight to use Squibb’s 
Dental Cream—for your smok- 
ing’s sake; follow up in the 
morning with another thorough 
brushing, and if your taste is 
any sort of barometer it will 
register “fine smoking all day.” 
40c at any druggist’s. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 


GUARD THI 


DANGER LINI 





a... = 
Lire’s Fresh Air Fund 


Lire’s Fres Ain Funp has been in operation 
for the past forty-one years. In that time it has 


A NEW LIGHTER expended $419,278.00 and has given a happy 


holiday in the country to 51,000 poor city chil- 
for Home, Club and Office |’)... ” a. 4 = 


Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for such 
a holiday for some poor child from the crowded 
city streets. Won't you help? 

Contributions (which are acknowledged in 
Lire about four weeks after their receipt) should 
be made payable to Lire’s FresH Air Funp, and 
sent to 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 





Previously acknowledged $37,404.18 
A. R. Gilchriste, San Mateo, C: 10.00 
George R. Parker, Lexington, K 15.00 
Miss Helen R. Curtis, Concord, Mass.. 10.00 
Mrs. R. F. Burnham, Pasadena 5.00 
Jessica L. C. H enderson, Wayland, 

Mass. 15.00 
Lydia F. Emmet, Stockbridge, Mass.... 10.00 
Wm. L. Miller, Jersey City 2.00 
A Friend 3.00 
aed F. M,. Wheeler, Mac a un, Me.. 10.00 

amp ~~ ale, Long Lake, N. Y.... 25.00 


7 y Mrs J. C. Graham, Balboa, C: 10.00 
SM R of In gratitude for my home, | Se ee 100.00 
Ek. M. P.. New York 2.00 


S. McKean Bayard, Seal Harbor, Me.. 20.00 
* Ld Mrs. Charles Fosdick, Fitchburg, Mass. 5.00 
mokKke ppointments Wm. H. A. Holmes, Youkers.. 25.00 
Miss Dusenbury, New York City 20.00 

Thomas McKean, Jr., Ithan, Penna.... 20.00 
From Pettaquamscott 10.00 


NO place for anything so mee w- Lasey Crone, sae 


commonplace as mere i te ado Bronxville, N. ¥ 10.00 
Ma. S. L.. eeeccccesesece 9.00 
matches in this matchless age Mrs. Chas. H. Randle, Chicago 20.00 
: c Alexander Williams, Emeryville, oe 5.00 
of better things. The Vester Lloyd Melvin Smith, Stanford Univer 
sity 
TableLicghter — smartest of The Misses Grierson, Los Angeles 
© “In Memory of Charlotte Lowell” 
smoke appointments—cleverly Miss Alice M. Hurlbutt, Rockport, Mass. 
‘ Ny H. ee & Cleveland, 
combines dependable action, A. M. Miller, 
Fi age a a . T., Oakland, 
simplicity and distinguished . S._S!, Wilmington, 
. 63 Memory of Hiatini’’.... 
appearance. Designed by Evangeline Breck, Honolulu 
‘ , J. F. Holladay, Cynthiana, Ky 
Tennhardt in the modern Dr. ‘and Mrs,’ J. Wilford Alien “and 
- . Campers of Po-ne-mah... 
mode. Needs filling no oftener Carolyn M. Lewis, Overbrook, ; 
. . Camp Winnicut, Centre Harbor, N. 
than five or six times a year. Irving Brown, 
° ¥ eae 2 buchenbers: Nutley, .00 : " 
If your favorite shop does not Clifton T. Barker, Kansas City........ 00 HEN you introduce Sir Walter Raleigh 
Mrs. Hallett Johnson, Oslo, Norway.... 50.00 “ . = ; : 
carry it, use the coupon below. Violet Guydish, Mahanoy, Pa .00 to your wite, her pipe prejudice ends. She'll 
Anonymous, Aviemore, — eae 00 A ‘ 
Robert Collier, Inc., New oS Reni 00 welcome the pleasing mellow fragrance of this mul; er 
se ans Mrs. B. F. Builuck, Rocky Mount, Ga 5.00 
Gold and Nickel-plated com- Camp Ossipee, W. Ossipee, N. H .00 
bination $7.50. Others in Silver . e Montgomery, Ala.. rH hy , 
and Gold Plate—Leathers— “In Mamery of Elizabeth Cass Brush”. . 50.00 | Walter’s not only milder than most tobaccos, it’s 
K. L. Gardner, Cambridge. 20.00 ar ¥ : 
Enamels at $10 Mrs. W. E. Schmitt, Sioux Falls, S. D. ‘00 | fresher—wrapped in gold foil, to preserve all its 
Catharine C 00] ¢ . ° ete : 
R. J. Frowenfeld, New York pai 5.00 | tragrance right down to the last pipeful in the tin. 
Betsey M. Buttles, Boston.... ia .00 


*. Gallagh Colorad Sp mn: 5.00 
: C eae”. € rado prings. “00 LIMITED OFFER 
Jim a 1 Dewart Robinson, Baldwinsville, va ( for the United States only ) 
N 


aXe 20.00 | . ° 
A. D H.. ‘Santa Barbar: 5.00 If your favorite tobacconist does not carry 


Mrs. C. L. D. ’ 00} || Sir Walter Raleigh, send us his name and 
G. Winthrop Coffin, Tiverton, } : 00 . , 
at George A. Gr aham, Englewoo od, address. In return for this courtesy, we Il 
os 5.00 
E. NA. Mortimer, Chicago .00 i : 
E. L. Jarvis, Hermitage, P. .00 a full-size tin of this milder pipe mixture 
N. P. Sterne, Anniston, Al: 20.00 - | 
Me ry ees 25.00] & Dept.X, Brown & Williamson TobaccoCorp. A 
dde fore 00 = . 
(Maine) 00 Winston-Salem, N. C. 
Camp Abena, Belgrade Lakes, Me...... 8.28 
Woodward Babcock, Mill Neck, N. eo 5.00 
Nelson W. Cornell, New York -00 
. Florence M. Ev: ans, Evanston, Ill.. .00 
Memory of W. “e . 5.00 
Arthur Lissner, New "or 20.00 


Patents ; Marjorie Severance 50 
Pending ; ~~.  < Pickhardt, New York 10.00 
Miss Caroline F. Anderson, Brookline, 


10.00 


© * . 
ALFRED VESTER SONS, Inc. he The Musical Sensation RALEIGH 
5P Mason Street, Providence, R. I. | 
. . 

Send me the Vester TableLighter as adver- b W h Py ‘ood : 
tised. I enclose $7.50 in payment. If I . e discovered how § as maine be 
decide to return lighter in good condition, 4 : Played by Music LOG 
you are to refund my money. Without . ~ gr go Not 1 ’ . 

rout any knowledge usic or otes you play 
Vv , in a few minutes, perfect like an Artist, latest hits, It AY milder 
Ee ee ea EE songs and dances. No study or practice. Nobody can 
ee the arrangement. Three models. $40.00, $55.00, 
$70.00. Every instrument guaranteed. Interesting Cir- 
cular No. 7_and Roll List mailed free. 


TREASURE SALES COMPANY 
1690 BOSTON ROAD, NEW YORK 
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smoking tobacco. And you'll welcome the new de- 
light you discover in your old familiar pipe. Sir 


be delighted to send you without charge 
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Makes Your 
face feel 


TT Ci 


“<—Tender 
ing kins 
™ Rejoice 


—— — 


MOLLE 


MO-LAY- | 
rt AYN | 
Be ards | 
Tile. | 


SKINS 


And so a million men have 
switched to MOLLE Shaving 


“A million men can "t be wrong” say the college chaps. 
So give your face a “break” and buy MOLLE. Get the 
giant half-buck tube from your druggist—or send a 
dime for the seven-day tube that has shown a million 
men the way to quicker, smoother shaving. Now 
we're working on the second million—come on along! 
A whale of a tube for 50c— your druggist has it 

T rhe MOL LE E Company, Cleveland. Ohio 


THE» MOL "LEC Cc OMPANY. Dept. TA, Cleveland, 0. 
Enclosed find 10c (coin or stamps) for which please 
send a week of MOLLE Shaves, to 


Name ... 
St. No. 
City . 











John B. Gruelle $100.00 
H. K. Reese, se a Tenn 40.00 
In Memory of Philip Sidney 5.00 
R. S. Kellogg, Seekess 10.00 
Richard Hayden, Ventnor, N, 10.00 
In Memory of L. S. F 100.00 
“Patsy,” Pittsburgh, "Pa 3.00 
Jack Goodyear, Springfield Centre, 20.00 
Bertha Goldberg, Gary, Ind 1.00 
Mr. and Mrs, Stanislaw Gruber, Wash- 
ington, D. C 

Alice L. Griswold and Frank T. Gris- 
oa Se ee 
Children at Rimrock Farm, Petersham, 


20.00 


— and Marion Bartell, 


ao John ll Beale, Overbrook, 
a pi a Mt Schenectady 
W. C., New York 10.00 
*S, F. Se Guest, Roslyn, 10.00 
Miss Caroline T. Burkham, New York.. 4.00 
Camp Riverdale, Long Lake, N. Y. 
(additional) 
E. G. Deane, St. Petersburg, Fla 
Mrs. J. A. Andrew, Little Valley, 
H. T: M. and F. E. 
Grace Lindsay Fairfax, Dublin, N. 
A. C. Schlesinger, Flushing 


100.00 


20.00 


THE GREAT LANGUAGE 
Writinc in current Lire, in his column, 
the Main Stem,’* Walter Winchell interprets 
Broadway for the provinces and disseminates 
the _ latest slang. 
‘*‘Whoopee’’ is not so new, since it is at least 
three weeks old, but it is enjoying great vogue. 
Instead of saying one is having a party, one calls 
it a ‘‘whoopee.”’ 
the old, 


**Along 


information as to new 


A newer one still, supplanting 
*‘Go jump in the lake!"’ or ‘‘Go walk 
around the block!"’ is ‘‘Go and comb your hair!’’ 

Student that he is of our language, Mr. 
Winchell has been ascertain 
whence the word ‘‘tip’’ 


trying to trom 


came. His best clue, he 
result of the 
maniacal fondness of the Briton for 


says, is that it is the almost 
abbrevia- 
tion. Your Londoner will call everything by its 
initials. The Woman's Army Ambulance Corps 
during the War became the Waacs; Sir Joynson- 
to the Brit- 
Winchell, 
the restaurants of London placed 
small tin boxes on the tables, 
marked, The patrons 
reduced it to the initials and called the emolu- 
ment ‘“‘tip.”’ 

If Mr. Winchell is right and the English did 
really introduce the idea of the tip, they de- 


Hicks, the Home Secretary, is ‘‘Jix’’ 
ish people. In the old days, 
tracing ““tip,”” 


says Mr. 


the boxes being 
‘**To Insure Promptness.”’ 


serve all the chewing gum and jazz music and 
bad movies and flivvers we send them. 
Macon (Ga.) Telegraph. 





AN AMERICAN TRAGEDY 


Letrer from Mrs. H. Weiss, Chicago, to the 
Omaha World-Herald: 

“I have just read an article printed in the 
World-Herald regarding a William Allen White, 
editor of Emporia, Kan., who attacked Governor 
Smith in an article written by him. 

‘*The reason I am writing this letter is because 
the character of this man seems to resemble that 
of my husband, who deserted me and my two 


children ten years ago. Although our name 
is not White, I thought probably my husband has 
changed his name. He was at one time an 
editor of a small paper in Chicago. 

‘*The article I read states that Mr. White fled 
to Europe. I would appreciate any information 
you could give me of his age, 
cerning him. 
that I will gladly return if you will send to me.”’ 

—Spokane Spokesman-Review 


or anything con 
Perhaps you have a picture of him 


THE DAWN OF A NEW DAY 
One of the latest immigrants to land in New 


York was a Lithuanian, aged a hundred-and- 


four. We understand that his idea is to start life 


afresh in a new country. 
—Humorist (London). 





1840.EIGHTY-EIGHT- YEARS-OF-SERVICE- 1928 











Photographed on s. s. Berengaria 


BOMBE BERENGARIA 


CALL that a Social Event in itself 
..+- Bombe Berengaria...a grande 
finale & la Toscanini...” She was one 
of those awfully well gotten up club 
women... “I’ve tried for years to get a 
sweet that would provide a climax... 
for our important club dinners... And 
now the Cunard Line practically devas- 
tates me with this opulent work of art.” 
The Bombe Berengaria substantiates the 
clubwoman’s enthusiasm . . . For Cunard 
specializes in the more patrician sweets 
..- And this is the way of it... 
A tower of strawberry ice cream rises 
from the center... like a Baedeker- 
starred feature in an ancient Italian city 
. Lapping its base are crisp waves of 
whipped cream ... ridden with islands 
of Péches Melba. 
Spun sugar roses crown the austerity of 
the strawberry tower ... Petits fours... 
neat little crafts play about the edge... 
Another exclamation point in the ala carte 


menu... served with no extra charge. 


CUNARD 


See Your Local Agent 


CUNARD WINTER CRUISES . .. MEDITERRANEAN 
WEST INDIES 


ANEW CUNARD SERVICE...WEEKLY TO HAVANA 
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The tobaccometer at work... Bulb draws 
smoke from lighted cigarette past sensi- 
tive thermometer. 





. 


nd you ever 
expect to see thisé 


Dw you, in your 


lifetime, ever expect to see the com- 
ing of such as Spud? Spud is 16.3% 
cooler than other cigarettes. 

Several leading lights of chemical 
science were among the first to prove 
Spud’s claim of cooler smoke. 

They brought out their ingenious 
tobaccometer, They put Spud and 
all other grades of cigarettes to its 
test. Its tell-tale figures were un- 
biased .., scientific. What happened? 


Simply this: Spud throughout its 
delightful, cooling length always 
averaged 16.3%*(cent.) cooler than 
its contemporaries. 

So here you are, cigarettists! Here 
is the reason why Spud smokers 
aren't limited by any so-many-a-day 
resolutions... why, after extra-long 
cigarette sessions, their tongues are 
not suddenly made of wool... why 
they are experiencing hearty, un- 
hampered tobacco enjoyment. 


THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO CO., INC., Louisville, Ky, 


°SPUD 


MEN. T H OL cool ED 


Cigarettes..20 for 2o¢ 











WILL ROGERS 


FOR PRESIDENT 


RADIO RALLY 


Will Rogers believes in glorifying the Government. Through 
the courtesy of Kolster Radio, LIFE presents a session of Con- 
gress as Will Rogers might have it if he were elected. Eddie 
Cantor and Robert Benchley, as end men, will end every doubt 
in your mind about fun in Government and Will Rogers for 
President. Tune in on Wednesday night and hear the show! 


CONGRESSIONAL 
MINSTREL SHOW 


FEATURING 


EDDIE CANTOR ROBERT BENCHLEY 
BERT KALMAR HARRY RUBY 


WEDNESDAY - OCT. 10- KOLSTER HOUR 
10 P. M, Eastern Daylight Saving Time 8 P. M. Central Standard Time 


New York City WOR Pittsburgh WJAS Fort Wayne WOWO 
Boston WNAC Akron WADC St.Louls KMOX 
Providence WEAN Columbus WAIU Kansas City KMBC 
Syracuse WFBL Cincinnati WKRC Council Bluffs KOIL 
Buffalo WMAK Detroit WGHP Bridgeport WICC 
Baltimore WCAC Chicago WMAQ Toledo WSPD 
South Dartmouth WMAF Cleveland WHK Philadelphia WCAU 


Robert Benchley 











THE DEVINNE-HALLENBECK COMPANY, INC., PRINTERS, NEW YORK 





XPERIENCED motorists who know the 

smoothness, flashing activity, silent power 
and rugged stamina of the patented double 
sleeve-valve engine are quick to acknowledge 
the Willys-Knight Standard Six as the year’s 
greatest value. @ At the lowest price in his- 
tory, Willys-Knight’s beauty of design and 
superiority of performance are now enjoyed 
by thousands of new owners. @ The sweep- 
ing success of the Standard Six has made 
1928 Willys-Knight’s biggest year. Quality 
was never as high—prices were never as low 
—sales were never as great. @ Most emphati- 
cally, it will be well worth your while to give 
the Standard Six your closest inspection. And 
the more exacting your scrutiny, the greater 
will be your appreciation that this beautiful 
car possesses everything that wins you to a 
fine Six—from the fundamentals of design 
and construction to the smallest details of ap- 
pointment. @ A demonstration of the Stand- 
ard Six reveals the ease of control, quick 
starting, comfortable riding and sustained 
brilliance which have won the praise of more 


HE 
CATS OUTSTANDING VALUE 


@! oe 


5 PASSENGER SEDAN 


‘IQ95 


COACH... 9995 
TOURING “995 
ROADSTER ~995 
COUPE... 1045 





than 325,000 enthusiastic Willys-Knight own- 
ers. Q And years of service—with remarkable 
freedom from carbon troubles and repairs— 
will bring you a new conception of the economy 
with which a truly fine car may be operate d. 


Prices f. o. b. Toledo, O., and specifications subject to 
change without notice. Willys-Overland, Inc., Toledo, O., 
Willys-Overland Sales Company, Ltd., Toronto, Can, 











SWILLYS + KNIGHT SIX 








The Quest or Pleasure? 


leads you straight homme to 


CAMELS 


© 1928, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N.C. 





